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To  the  Right  Honourable. 

PHILIP, 

Earl  of  C  HESTERFIELD) 


Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  &c.  &c. 
His  Majejly  s  Ambaffador  Extraordinary 
to  the  States-General ,  and  Knight  of 
the  mojl  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter . 


HIS  Play,  which  throws  ltfelf 
at  YourLordfhip's  Feet,  without 
any  previous  Permiftion  to  ap¬ 
proach  You,  begs  for  no  farther 
Protection  than  Your  impartial  Judg¬ 
ment  would  afford  it,  though  the  Author 
had  not  the  Honour  to  be  known  to  You. 
The  favourable  Reception  it  has  met  with 
on  the  Theatre,  ’tis  true,  demands  my 
grateful  Acknowledgments;  but  I  mu  ft 

A  i  reftrain 
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DEDICATION . 

retrain  my  Vanity  from  taking  any  Ad¬ 
vantage  of  this  Succels,  till  your  Lordfhip  s 
farther  Approbation  has  pafs’d  thole  Favours 
into  a  legal  Ad:,  of  Grace.  All  I  can  lay 
in  excufe  of  my  Prefumption  is,  that,  if 
I  could  have  found  a  Judge  more  learned 
in  the  Dramatick  Laws,  your  Lordlhip 
had  not  been  troubled  with  this  Appeal; 
and  though  I  offer  it  at  a  Time  when  your 
Attention  to  Caufes  of  a  quite  different 
Nature  will  fcarce  leave  You  Leifure  to 
look  upon  more  than  the  Title-page;  yet 
am  I  not  fo  impatient  for  Fame,  as  to  con¬ 
clude  I  can  have  any  Right  to  it,  till  Your 
Lordlhip’s  Opinion  has  decreed  it  me.  Or 
if,  at  worft,  it  Ihould  fall  Ihort  of  that 
Honour,  even  Your  Dilpraifes  have  fo  un¬ 
common  a  Charm  in  them,  that  if  my 
Vanity  could  be  quiet,  I  am  not  fure  I 
Ihould  not  chufe,  even  in  fo  tender  a  Point, 
to  deferve  them :  Your  Rallery  on  my 
Errors  has  fometimes  given  me  more  Plea- 
fure  than  the  daintieft  Compliments  of  a 
flat  Civility.  But  as  the  Publick  is  not 
bound  to  indulge  me  in  lo  extravagant 
an  Excufe  for  my  Defeds,  I  mull  allow 

they 
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they  have  a  Right  to  be  as  fevere  upon 
them  as  they  pleafe;  referving  to  my  felf 
the  Refolution  to  be  ftill  contented,  if  Your 
Lordfhip  fhould  be  favourable  to  me. 

I  fhall  not  trouble  your  Lordfhip  with  a 
critical  Examen,  or  Comparifon  between 
this  Play  and  the  King  "John  of  Shakefpeary 
any  farther  than  juft  to  mention  the  prin¬ 
cipal  Motive  that  firft  fet  me  to  work 
upon  it. 

In  all  the  hiftorical  Plays  of  Shakefpear 
there  is  fcarce  any  Fa£t,  that  might  better 
have  employed  his  Genius,  than  the  flaming 
Conteft  between  his  infolent  Holinefs  and 
King  John.  This  is  fo  remarkable  a  Paflage 
in  our  Hiftories,  that  it  feems  furprizing  our 
Shakefpear  fhould  have  taken  no  more  Fire 
at  it;  efpecially  when  we  find  from  how 
much  lefs  a  Spark  of  Contention  in  his  firft 
A£b  of  Harry  the  fourth,  he  has  thrown 
his  Hotfpur  into  a  more  naturally  fomented 
Rage,  than  ever  ancient  or  modern  Author 
has  come  up  to,  and  has  maintain’d  that 
Character  throughout  the  Play  with  the 
fame  inimitable  Spirit.  How  then  (hall 
we  account  for  his  being  lo  cold  upon  a 
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fb  much  higher  Provocation  ?  Shall  we 
fuppofe,  that  in  thofe  Days,  almoft  in  the 
Infancy  of  the  Reformation,  when  Shake - 
fpear  wrote,  when  the  Influence  of  the 
Papal  Power  had  a  ftronger  Party  left, 
than  we  have  reafon  to  believe  is  now  fub- 
fifting  among  us ;  that  this,  I  fay,  might 
make  him  cautious  of  offending  ?  Or  /hall 
we  go  lo  far  for  an  Excufe,  as  to  conclude 
that  Shakefpear  was  himlelf  a  Catholick  ? 
This  Ibme  Criticks  have  imagin’d  to  be  true, 
from  the  Iblemn  Delcription  of  Purgatory 
given  us  by  his  Ghofl:  in  Hamlet  \  yet  here, 
I  doubt,  the  Conje&ure  is  too  ftrong ;  that 
Defcription  being  rather  to  be  conflderd 
{imply  as  a  poetical  Beauty,  and  critically 
proper  to  a  Catholick  Chara&er,  than 
offer’d  as  a  real  Point  or  Declaration  of  his 
own  Faith.  Had  Shakefpear  been  a  Ro- 
manift ,  he  would  fcarce  have  let  his  King 
John  have  taken  the  following  Liberty  with 
his  Holinefs,  where  he  contemns  the  Cre¬ 
dulity  of  Philip  the  French  King  that  can 
fubmit  to  — • 

Pur  chafe  corrupted  Pardon  of  a  Man, 

Who ,  in  that  Sale ,  fells  Pardon  from  b'mfelf. 
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D  E  D  I  C  A  T  I  0  N. 

This  is  too  {harp  a  Truth  to  be  fuppos’d 
could  come  from  the  Pen  of  a  Rojnan - 
Catholich  If  then  he  was  under  no  Re- 
ftraint  from  his  Religion,  it  will  require  a 
nicer  Criticifm  than  I  am  matter  of  to 
excufe  his  being  fo  cold  upon  fo  warm 
an  Occatton. 

It  was  this  Coldnefs  then,  my  Lord,  that 
firft  incited  me  to  infpirit  his  King  John 
with  a  Refentment  that  juftly  might  be¬ 
come  an  Englijh  Monarch,  and  to  paint 
the  intoxicated  Tyranny  of  Rome  in  its 
proper  Colours.  And  fo  far,  at  leaft,  my 
Labour  has  fucceeded,  that  the  additional 
Sentiments  which  King  John  throws  out 
upon  fo  flagrant  a  Provocation,  were  re¬ 
ceiv’d  with  thofe  honeft  cordial  Applaufes, 
which  Englijh  Auditors  I  forefaw  would  be 
naturally  warm’d  to.  My  Succefs  in  this 
Point,  which  I  had  chiefly  at  heart,  makes 
me  almoft  unconcern’d  for  what  may  be 
judged  of  the  farther  Mechanifm  of  the 
Play :  I  have  endeavour’d  to  make  it  more 
like  a  Play  than  what  I  found  it  in  Shake - 
f fear ,  and  if  your  Lordlhip  fhould  find  it 
fo,  my  Ambition  has  no  farther  Views. 

Your 
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Your  Tafte  in  Poetry,  my  Lord,  tho* 
naturally  candid,  wants  not  the  quickeft 
Eye  to  Imperfe&ions  ;  and  tho’  no  Man’s 
playful  Mufe  has  more  Beauties  than  Your 
own,  yet  is  not  Your  Fondnefs  for  them 
fo  ftrong  as  to  be  cool  in  Your  Praifes, 
when  another  makes  a  Flight  that  comes 
near  you.  A  poetical  Rival  (if  he  could  be 
found)  might  excite  you  to  excel,  but  never 
enough  difturb  You  to  difpraife  him. 
This  being  Your  natural  Difpofition,  from 
whom  could  I  hope  for  equal  Juftice  or 
Favour  ? 

I  now,  my  Lord,  take  my  leave  with¬ 
out  the  labour’d  Compliments  of  a  modern 
Dedicator.  Your  many  great  Qualities  are 
too  well  known  to  the  World  to  want  a 
poetical  Herald  to  proclaim  them.  It  is 
to  the  private  Man  of  Quality  then  I  only 
make  this  Addrefs :  and  ’tis  an  uncommon 
Plealure  to  one  of  my  advanced  Age  to 
have  been  thrown  into  a  Habitude,  that 
fo  frequently  has  permitted  me  to  have  an 
occafional  Share  in  the  Delight  of  Your 
unbending  Hours.  But  fince  Your  lately 
acquired  Honours,  which  are  honour’d  by 

Your 
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Your  wearing  them,  have  lifted  You  fo  far 
above  the  reach  of  my  former  Approaches, 
all  I  can  at  this  diftance  afpire  to,  is  to 
throw  my  cordial  Willies  after  You.  May 
Your  elevated  Station  never  lead  You  be¬ 
yond  the  Bounds  of  rational  Happinefs ! 
That  when  You  think  fit  to  refign  it, 
You  may  return  to  the  private  World,  as 
You  left  it,  the  moft  agreeable  Gentleman 
that  ever  brought  Gladnefs  into  fenfible 
Society.  I  am, 


My  Lord , 

Your  Lordjhip's  moft  oblig'd- , 
and  obedient  humble  Servant , 


Feb.  2 5,  1744-5. 


COLLEY  CIBBER, 


PROLO  GUE. 


Spoke  by  the  Author. 

H  E  hardy  Wretch ,  that  gives  the  Stage  a  Play , 


**“  Sails y  in  a  Cockboat ,  on  a  tumbling  Sea  ! 
Shakefpear,  whofe  Works  no  Play-wright  could  excels 
Has  lanch'd  us  Fleets  of  Plays ,  and  built  them  well : 
Strength ,  Beauty ,  Greatnefs  were  his  conjlant  Care ; 
And  all  his  Tragedies  were  Men  of  War! 

Such  tow' ring  Barks  the  Rage  of  Seas  defy'd , 

The  Storms  of  Criticks ,  adverfe  Winds ,  or  Tide  ! 

Tet  Famey  nor  Favour  ever  deign'd  to  fay , 

King  John  was  ftation'd  as  a  firfi  rate  Play  ; 

Though  ftrong  and  found' the  Hulk,  yet  ev'ry  Part 
Reach'd  not  the  Merit  of  his  ufual  Art! 

To  cure  what  feern' d  amifs - a  Modern  Mufe , 

Warm'd  by  the  Subjedly  lets  his  Rafhnefs  loofe  ; 

Takes  on  himfelf  the  Errors  of  to  Day , 

And,  thus  refitted y  trufts  it  to  the  Sea  ! 

The  Purpofe  of  his  Voyage  this - to  fhewy 

How  England  groan'd — five  hundred  Tears  ago ! 

Wheny  veil'd  with  Sanftity ,  the  Papal  Sway 
To  wolvifh  Pafiors  made  our  Folds  a  Prey  ! 

When  Roman  Prelates  herey  like  Princes  reign' dy 
Tet  fcarce  e'er  vifited  the  hand  they  drain'd! 

And  while  the  Bigots  Neck  this  Toke  endures , 

Our  Souls  were  fav'd  by  foreign  Sine-cures ! 

Thus  while  each  Pontiff ,  like  the  Sun ,  from  hence 

Exhal'd  the  Vapours - of  his  Peter-pence ; 

Their  lock'd-up  Heav'n  they  promis'd  (fitch  the  Grace  is!) 
That  Popes ,  like  Box-keepers ,  fecur'd  you  Places  : 
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But  not  as  here ,  their  Laws  more  firm  were  made , 
None  were  admitted  there ,  before  they  paid. 

As  if  the  Right  divine  of  Roman  Pow'r, 

Were  firfl  to  blind  their  Flocks ,  and  then  devour! 
This  carnal  Difcipline  the  fi'ry  John, 

Determin'd  to  fupprefs,  afifierts  his  Throne ! 

Defiance  to  the  lordly  Pontiff  flingsy 
And  fipurns  his  Legates  that  would  cope  with  Kings  ! 
Hence  !  roar'd  the  holy  Thunder  through  the  Land  / 
Aghafi  !  the  People  hear  the  dread  Command  ! 
Terror ,  Confufion,  Rage  and  civil  War , 

At  once  the  Bowels  of  the  Nation  tear  ; 

* Till  the  loft  Monarch  vanquijh'd  and  alone , 

His  Subjects  to  regain  refigns  his  Throne  ; 

With  vaffal  Homage  at  her  Feet  lays  down. 

To  hold ,  from  Rome,  his  Tributary -Crown  ! 

Thefe  dire  Difafters ,  this  religious  Rage, 

That  Jhames  our  Annals,  may  become  the  Stage : 
Where  the  wild  Paftions ,  which  thefe  Contefts  raife. 

If  well  prefented ,  may  deferve  your  Praife  \ 

At  leaft  this  Pleafure  from  the  View  may  flow. 

That  long  !  long  diftant  were  thofe  Scenes  of  W oe  ! 
And  as  fuch  Chains  no  more  thefe  Realms  annoy , 
Applaud  the  Liberty  you  now  enjoy. 


D  R  A- 
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PAPAL  TYRANNY 

In  the  R  E  I  G  N  of 

KING  JOHN. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

A  CAMP  near  ANGIERS. 

Enter  King  Philip,  the  Dauphin,  Arthur,  with  Lady 
Conftance  attended. 

King  PHILIP. 

O  W,  Royal  Arthur ,  injur’d  Heir  of  England\ 
Behold  yon  formidable  Swarm  of  War-, 

That  fhines,  in  plum’d  Array,  to  vindicate 
Thy  Caufe,  and  give  Rebuke  to  Ufurpation. 
O  !  never,  never  to  their  native  Homes, 
Difpers’d  in  Peace,  fhall  thole  brave  Bands  return. 

Till  this  bold  Town  of  Angiers  ftile  thee  Spv’reign, 

Till  conquer’d  Normandy  prepare  thy  way. 

And  England  to  thy  royal  Right  recal  thee. 

Arth.  O!  God-like  Philip !  now  my  more  than  Father! 
That  I  have  Life,  was  Nature’s  Gift ;  from  you 
A  greater,  nobler  Blelling  I  receive ! 

That  Life,  with  princely  Dignity  fupported! 

But,  if  hereafter  gracious  Heav’n  ordain, 

Your  Arms  fhall  feat  me  on  fair  England’s  Throne, 

Then  fhall  my  Thanks  be  worthy  your  Acceptance; 

An  annual  Tribute  fhall  confefs  the  Tenure. 
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2  KING  JOHN. 

K.  Philip.  Alas !  thy  youthful  heart  melts  to  Concefllons, 
Which,  though  5 1 were  laudable  in  thee  to  form. 

Becomes  not  elder  Honour  to  receive. 

Conjl.  Then,  Philip ,  give  a  riper  Parent  leave  tofpeak, 
A  widow’d  Mother,  and  an  injur’d  Princels  : 

For  this  Relief,  this  God-like  Aid  of  Arms, 

Receive  a  Tribute  Heav’n  it  lelf  accepts; 

Thefe  Tears  of  Joy,  that  dream  to  Philip' s  Praile, 

And  Tears,  tha‘flow  from  high-born  Hearts  oblig’d. 

Are  Bribes,  wjiich  the  mod;  glorious  Kings  may  take. 

K .Phil.  Fair,  haplefs  Relidtof renown’d  Plantageneti 
Compofe  thy  Heart,  and  reft  thy  Cares  with  us  ; 

Thy  Wrings  are  ours,  and  as  our  own  will  we. 

Relent  them  :  for  thy  Infant  Son,  our  Son 
The  Dauphin ,  fhall  aflid  his  Youth !  at  once 
His  Guard,  and  his  Example  in  the  Field  ; 

And  teach  him,  as  in  fport,  the  Arts  of  War! 

Embrace  him,  Boy,  and  plant  him  in  thy  Bofom!  [him  ! 
Dauph.  Thus  with  a  Brother’s  Love  my  Bread  receives 
Arth.  So  fweet  a  Mailer,  Sir,  will  make  me  learn 
The  hardell  Task  of  Danger  with  Delight. 

Dauph.  Young  Prince,  if  you  advance  as  fall  in  War, 
As  you  are  forward  in  your  School  of  Honour, 

1  fooner  fhall  be  found  your  Pupil  than  your  Tutor. 

K.  Phil.  Here,  break  we  off  the  Greetings  of  our  Love. 
For  fee!  where  brave  Melun  from  England  comes! 

From  his  Advices  mud  we  form  our  Meafures. 

Enter  Melun. 

Now,  fay  Melun ,  to  the  Demands  of  France , 

Is  Peace,  or  is  Defiance  England's  Anfwer? 

Melun.  In  full  Difcharge  of  our  Commiffion,  Sir, 

In  Royal  Philip's  Name  and  Arthur's  Right, 

Roundly  we  warn’d  him  to  refign,  in  Peace, 

Fair  England's  Crown  with  all  its  jud  Dominions: 

That  Crown,  which  Faction,  favour’d  by  Succels, 

From  lineal  Blood  had  forcibly  withheld; 

To  this  King  John,  after  fome  paufe  of  Scorn, 

Reply’d,  what  follows,  on  this  Claim  refus’d  ? 

War!  we  rejoin’d  the  jud  Control  of  War! 
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To  chace  Rebellion  from  the  Realms  of  Right, 

And  bind  Allegiance  to  its  lawful  Lord. 

On  this  he  kindled  to  fuch  fiery  Mood, 

As  might  have  well  become  a  better  Cauie  ! 

“  Bear  my  Defiance  to  your  Mailer’s  Teeth, 

He  cry’d!  The  War’s  begun  !  nor  are  you  here 
“  In  Safety.  Hence  make  all  your  fpeed  to  Philip, 

“  Left  our  loud  Trumpet’s  March-  Ihould  reach  his  E&r 

“  Before  you. -  [Drums 

K.  Philip. — Trumpets  to  Trumpets  then,  and  Drums  to 
Reply,  while  blazing  War,  through  Fields  and  Forts, 
Shall  fweep  her  Train  of  Defolation  ! 

Melun.  Turn  then  your  Forces  from  this  paltry  Siege, 
And  form  them  to  confront  a  mightier  Foe! 

For  know,  King  John  is  landed  on  our  Coaft, 

K.  Philip.  Say’ll  thou,  Melun ! 

Melun.  - My  Liege,  too  true  it  is : 

I  faw  him  difembark’d,  and  in  review 
Adjudg’d  his  Bodies  thrice  ten  thoufand  ftrong. 

K.  Philip.  Prefent  them  in  their  bell  Advantage!  what! 
Well  chofen  ?  Veterans,  or  undifciplin’d? 

Melun.  I  dare  not,  Sir,  deceive  you  by  a  Feint, 

Or  falfe  Difpraife  of  what  my  Eyes  were  witnefs : 

An  Army  more  compleat,  more  martially 
Prepar’d,  yet  never  trod  this  northern  Herbage! 

Their  eager  March  comes  onward  ftraight  to  Angiers  i 
All  flufht  and  confident,  in  Strength  and  Spirit  ; 

Not  form’d  of  Mercenaries,  Hinds  compeli’d. 

But  Voluntiers,  that  fport  with  War,  that  come 
Like  crefted  Champions  to  a  Tournament; 

Jocund  as  Huntfmen  at  their  Sun-rife  Meetihg, 

Or  playful  Shepherds  piping  o’er  the  Lawns, 

That  having  tir’d  the  Courleof  idle  Pleafures, 

Now  turn  bright  Honour  into  Modes  more  noble! 

With  thefe  along  a  Troop  of  Beauties  pafs. 

Who  form  the  Court  of  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 

And  thofe  by  martial  Lovers  are  lurrounded, 

All  plum’d  and  gorgeous,  wanton  Sons  of  Fame, 

Who  having  fell’d  their  Grandfires  Oaks  at  Horae, 

Carry  whole  mortgag’d  Manors  on  their  Backs, 
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To  make  a  Venture  of  new  Fortunes  here : 

In  brief,  a  braver  Choice  of  dauntlefs  Spirits 
Than  Englijh  Bottoms,  now  have  wafted  o’er. 

Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  Tide, 

Tp  violate  the  maiden  Peace  of  Europe  ! 

K.  Philip.  So  fwift  an  Expedition  is  amazing! 

But  thou  defcrib’ft  a  Rout  of  Revellers ! 

Men  that  would  rather  bravely  feafl:  than  fight - - 

But  be  it  as  it  may  :  we’ll  find  them  Entertainment. 

Dauph.  Hark !  from  yon  diftant  northern  Hill  I  hear 
The  murmuring  Drum  give  fignal  to  the  March. 

[One  whifpers  Melun* 

P/felun.  My  Liege,  a  Purfuivant  at  Arms  allures  us. 
King  John  is  now  in  View,  and  would  have  Parley. 

K.  Philip.  Be  our  Reply — Content  and  royal  W elcome. 
Now,  Madam,  fhall  you  prove  our  Friendfhip  ? 

Confi.  In  that  alas!  tho’  confident  my  Hope, 

Yet,  Sir,  permit  me  to  retire;  the  Sight 
Of  Royal  Treatment,  paid  my  mortal  Foe, 

Is  more  than  my  affiidted  Heart  can  bear.  [Jlance 

K.  Philip.  Prince  Dauphin ,  you  conduct  the  Lady  Cm- 
To  our  Pavilion :  Arthur  may  affifl:  us. 

[. Exeunt  Dauph.  and  Conftance. 
But  fee !  he  comes !  and  with  a  martial  Port, 

As  well  befits  the  Front  of  Majelty. 

Enter  King  John  attended. 

K.John.  Forms  are  the  Trappings  of  deputed  Pow’r  ; 
The  Speech  of  Kings  fhould,  like  the  Voice  of  Heaven, 
Be  plain :  Equality  deftroys  Degree, 

And  fervile  Bendings  mark  inferior  Men  : 

Thus,  by  our  Treaties  perfonal,  we  wave 
Thofe  outfide,  thin  Difguiles  of  the  Heart, 

And  fhew,  at  once,  the  naked  Terms  of  Honour. 

K.  Philip.  Such  be  our  Parley ;  brief  and  artlefs. 

K.  John.  Thus  then — If  France  fhall  peaceably  permit. 
That  England  take  pofleflion  of  her  own. 

Our  Norman  Towns,  and  chiefly  this  of  Anglers ; 

Then  come  we,  as  a  Friend,  to  France  in  Peace  5 
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IF  not,  bleed  France ,  and  Frighted  Peace  afcend. 

To  Heaven  — 

K.  Philip.  —  Defiance  to  Defiance  firft ! 

Then  thus  to  thy  Demand  :  ThofeiVbm^«Towns 
Thou  fpeak’ft  of,  France  in  England's  Right  has  feiz’d. 

K.  John.  In  England's  Right?  a  Seizure  made  by  France ! 
Haft  thou,  from  England ,  ought  to  authorize 
This  bufy  meddling  in  thy  Neighbour's  Suit? 

Officious  in  a  Caufe  concerns  thee  not ; 

Whence  is  thy  Motive  to  a  Part  fo  gracioiJs  ? 

Say,  from  what  Law,  what  Treaties,  or  Pretence? 

K.  Philip.  Muft  we  produce  our  Voucher  then  ?  Behold 
it  here !  [Taking  Arthur  by  the  Hand. 

Read  in  this  Face  thy  elder  Brother’s  Feature! 

Thefe  Eyes,  this  Afpedfc  molded  out  of  his! 

In  this  fair  copy’d  Volume  is  contain'd 
The  growing  Abftradt  of  thy  Brother’s  Virtues! 

As  Geoffry  flood,  in  lineal  Rank,  diredt 
Prefumptive  Heir  to  Occur  deli  on's  Crown  ; 

So  ftands  his  Son,  to  thwart  thy  crooked  Claim: 

Then,  in  the  Name  of  high-offended  Heav’n, 

How  comes  it  that  Earl  John  is  call’d  a  King, 

When  living  Blood  is  beating,  in  thele  Veins 
Of  elder  Right,  to  wear  the  Crown  before  thee? 

K.  John.  And  whence  haft  thou  this  high  Commilfion, 
To  judge  the  Right  of  Crowns  and  fummon  Kings, 

Like  Criminals  impeach’d  to  thy  Tribunal? 

K.  Philip.  From  that  eternal  Judge,  who  rules  on  high, 
Whofe  righteous  Deputies,  on  Earth,  are  Kings! 

From  him  have  I  receiv’d  Authority, 

To  look  into  the  Blots  and  Stains  of  Right : 

That  Judge  appoints  me  Guardian  to  this  Infant  j 
By  his  Commilfion  is  thy  Claim  before  me, 

And  I  am  bound  by  Office  to  rejedt  it.  [Right, 

K.  John.  Prefumptuous  Man!  talk’d  thou  of  injur’d 
Who  would’ft  thy  felf  ufurp  the  Pow’r  of  Heav’n  ? 

And,  like  fantaftick  Rome^  difpofe  of  Empires? 

But  fince  that  lordly  Pontiff  has  been  gracious. 

Since  his  Indulgence  deigns  to  ftile  me  King; 

Muft  John  have  Philip's  Sandlion  to  his  Title  ? 
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K.  Philip.  What  Crime  alledg’d  has  fet  afide  young 
Can  Treafon,  Lunacy,  or  tainted  Blood,  [Arthur? 

Be  once  pretended  in  this  Youth’s  Disfavour  ? 

K.  John.  Prevaricating  Claim  is  Cceurdeliorfs  Will, 
That  gave  his  Crown  to  us,  of  no  Validity  ? 

Are  we  not  there  his  Succeflfor  approv’d  ? 

Adopted  ?  by  the  general  States  confirm’d  ? 

And  is  a  Nation’s.  Ad  refponfible  to  thee? 

Did  not  our  Norman  William  claim  by  Conqueft? 

And,  by  his  Will,  a  younger  Son  fucceeded  ? 

Our  fecond  William ,  nay  our  firft  Henry  too; 

Both  to  their  elder  Brother  Robert's  Claim  preferr’d  ? 

Wants  then  our  Right  a  Precedent,  or  whence 

Had  Cceur delion  lefs  a  Pow’r  to  make  one?  [mockery; 

K.PhiliplWKere Kingdoms  are  bequeath’d  fuch  Wills  are 
But  this  meer  impious  Fraud !  thy  fpleeny  Mother’s  Projed, 
Who,  to  fecure  Succeffion  of  her  Power, 

Seduc’d  thy  Brother  to  prefer  her  Minion, 

That,  under  thee,  the  Creature  of  her  Pride, 

Her  PalTions  Hill  might  lord  it  o’er  a  People  !  [Hence  F 
K .John.  No  more!  thy  Infults  tempt  my  Patience! 
Forth  to  the  field!  difpute  our  Title  there! 

While  grappling  War,  the  Eloquence  of  Kings, 

Shall  prove  the  Vidor  has  his  Right  from  Heav’n  ! 

K.  Philip.  Then  Heav’n  for  us !  and  Angiers  be  the  Um- 
Sound  our  immediate  Summons  to  this  Town  !  [pire  ! 
A  Trumpet  ho!  for  Arthur l  France  demands  it. 

[Trumpet  founds  on  the  French  fide. 
K .John.  Now  found  on  our  Side !  blow  an  Englifh  Blaft ! 
And  let  them  lee  their  King  that  will  defend  them  ! 

[Trumpet  on  the  Part  of  England. 

Enter  Governor  and  Soldiers  on  the  Ramparts. 

Gov.  Whence,  and  from  whom,  thefe  Trumpets  at  our 
Walls!  [Right, 

K.  Philip.  The  one  from  France ,  who  here  in  England's 
Demands  doficflion  of  your  Citadel. 

K  .John.  England  lor  England  fpeaks,  defying  France! 
And  here,  in  Perfon,  Hands  with  Englifh  Pow’rs 
To  enter  and  defend  your  Wails  from  Violence  ! 

K.  Philip. 
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K. Philip.  Right  had  no  need  to  bring  along  fuch  Pow’rs. 
Gov.  Whence,  then,  this  other  Army  at  our  Gates  ? 

K.  Philip.  Are  you  not  Subje&s  all  to  Cceur  delion' s  Heir  ? 
Gov.  To  his  SuccefTor,  doubtlefs,  are  we  fubjebt: 

But,  if  in  Terms  confus’d  of  Heir  and  King, 

You  now  command,  now  interd-idt  Obedience, 

Where  fhall  Obedience  find  her  Safety  ?  — 

K.  'John. - Here ! 

Be  not  deluded,  warlike  Hearts  of  Angiers! 

This  Pow’r  of  France ,  that  claims  in  Arthur's  Right, 
Like  the  fierce  Falcon,  clad  in  Turtle-plumes, 

Would  tempt  you,  from  your  Dove-coat  Safety  forth  ; 
Then  gorge  Ambition  with  your  Liberties. 

Gov.  How  anfwers  France  this  Allegation  ? 

K.  Philip.  Behold  this  royal  Youth,  your  lawful  Lord  : 
In  whofe  juft  Caufe  offenfive  War,  conltrain’d 
By  hofpitable  Zeal  and  royal  Honour, 

Now  drags  her  cumbrous  Engines  to  your  Walls! 

Be  therefore  early  warn’d  ;  for  if  you  Hill 
Dare  fet  at  nought  the  Terror  of  our  Arms, 

’Tis  not  this  Girdle  of  your  mould’ring  Ramparts 
Shall  hide  your  rebel  Heads  from  Chaftilement  1 
Say  then,  will  you  fet  wide  your  Gates  in  Peace, 

Or  mufl  we  ftalk  in  Blood  to  our  Poflefiion  ? 

K  .John.  When  England  fhall  have  fpoke,  determine  : 
Whence  are  yon  murderous  Enfigns,  for  a  Siege, 

And  mercilefs  Proceeding  now  before  you  ? 

Has  not  the  Hunger  of  thefe  Frenchmen  brought  them, 
Thefe  meagre  Wolves,  that  prowl  in  Troops  by  Night, 
Taking  th’  Advantage  of  your  Owners  Abfence, 

To  leap  your  Fence,  and  fill  your  Folds  with  Slaughter. 
Now  1  at  their  Peril,  let  them  dir !  cry  but  Halloo  ! 

And  I  have  here  a  fet  of  Englijh  Maftiffs 
Shall  worry  ’em,  like  Currs,  that  bark  at  what 
They  fear  —  Now,  know  your  Safety  and  your  King, 
Open  your  Gates,  and  give  your  Friends  Refrefhment. 

Gov.  Princes,  with  Patience  have  we  heard  your  Contefl; 
Which,  in  the  balance  of  our  Judgment,  weighs  but  this. 
France  came,  in  Arthur's  Right,  to  fcize  this  Town  j 
And  England. ,  by  a  fpeedy  March,  prevents  it. 
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Yet  both  alike  have  fumrnon’d  us  as  Vaflals ; 

So  that  to  either  yielding,  we  to  one  are  Rebels : 
Therefore,  on  Hazards,  will  we  yield  to  neither! 

Let  in  yon  Field  your  Troops  decide  the  King, 

Then  to  our  King,  as  Subjects,  will  we  bow: 

But,  till  your  Swords  or  Treaties  fix  that  Right, 

Our  ftubborn  Gates  are  barr’d  againft  the  World. 

K.  John.  Philips  to  thee  we  owe  this  Dilobedience! 

K.  Philip.  Here,  in  the  Field  of  Angiers ,  let  Obedience 
Her  Lord,  and  Englijh  Liege-men  bow  to  Arthur !  [know 
K.  John.  This,  at  the  gates  of  Paris ,  fhall  thou  anfwer  ! 
K.  Philip.  Anfwer  thy  felf,  thy  Crime  of  injur’d  Right, 
Thy  felf  a  Subject  to  the  Crown  thou  wear’ll ! 

K  .John.  O!  thou  haft  rouz’d  the  Lion  in  my  Heart, 
And  all  my  Brother’s  Spirit  burns  to  chafe  thee! 

Take  to  thy  Arms! - - 

K. Philip. - Mount,  Chevaliers!  to  horfe! 

K  .John.  To  Prayers !  for  Pardon  to  thofe  Souls  of  France , 
Whole  unrepented  Sins  this  Night  fhall  come. 

Through  England’s  Vengeance,  to  eternal  Doom. 

[ Exeunt  French  and  Englifh  feverally.  Trumpets  found 
on  each  fide  to  horfe. 

Conftance  enters ,  from  the  Tent  of  Philip. 

Now  hangs  the  Crown  of  England  on  a  Moment ! 
Decifive  War  anon  demands  it  fix’d 
Upon  the  Brow  of  Right,  or  Ufurpation  ! 

How  defp’rate,  how  tremendous  is  the  Stake, 

Depending  on  this  inftant  Caft  of  Battle  ! 

The  Vidor,  the  Defeated  — •  Slave  or  Monarch  l 
The  regal  Sceptre,  and  the  purple  Robe 
Againft  the  cockled  Pilgrim’s  Rug  and  Staff! 

A  Prince  in  Glory,  or  a  high-born  Beggar ! 

O!  miferable,  wide  Diftindion,  hark! 

[  Alarms  and  at  great  Bijlance, 
The  wafting  Winds,  in  audible  Perception, 

Set  all  the  Terrors  of  the  Field  before  me! 

This  Jar  of  Drums!  the  Jofty  Trumpets  Ardour! 

The  vaunting  Echoes  of  the  neighing  Steed! 
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This  Clang  of  Armour !  thefe  sky-rending  Shouts 
Of  charging  Squadrons  fpeak  the  Battle  raging! 

Yet,  from  the  wild  Confufion,  no  kind  Sound 
Diftingui/hes  where  Victory  inclines ; 

Thefe  fharp  VicifTitudes  of  Hopes  and1  Fears, 

Tear  me  with  Torture  infupportable ! 

Conqueft  fufpended  is  Captivity  ! 

O  dreadful,  agonizing  Interval !  — • 

Hear,  Heav’n,  my  Pray’r !  if  thy  dread  Will  decrees. 
Our  Houfe  mult  fall,  let  not  my  riper  Sins 
On  haplefs  Arthur's  Head  be  vifited ! 

O!  fpare,  protect  his  youthful  Innocence! 

That  Life  prolong’d  may  propagate  his  Virtues! 

This  fudden  Silence,  in  the  vacant  Air, 

Seems  as  if  breathlefs  Conqueft  fought  Repole : 

Now  is  our  Caufe  fuccefsful,  or  abandon’d ! 

Hark!  a  Retreat  is  founded  !  O  !  for  News, 

To  quell  this  Conflict  of  Uncertainty ! 

But  fee!  where  One  ’fore-fpent  with  Toil  and  Hafte, 
This  way  conducts  a  Youth  in  Form,  my  Arthur l 
My  Pray’rs  are  heard !  ’tis  he  himfelf  prelerv’d. 

And  living,  from  the  Battle  !' —  O  my  Life! 

Enter  Melun  with  Arthur. 

O!  welcome!  to  thy  Mother’s  painful  Longings ! 

To  fold  thee  thus!  is  more  Content  than  Empire! 
Crowns  are  not  worth  the  anxious  Coils  they  colt  us ! 

O  fay,  my  Boy !  how  could  thy  tender  Limbs 
Support  the  Onfets  of  this  dreadful  Day  ? 

Arth.  O  ’twas  a  gallant  Horfe  I  rode !  train’d  up 
To  War !  had  I  known  Fear  he  would  have  tham’d  me! 
He  curl’d  his  Creft,  and  proudly  paw’d  the  Ground, 

And  from  his  vocal  Noftrils  neigh’d  fuch  Fire! 

To  mount  him  feem’d  the  Tranfport  of  a  Throne  ! 

Confi.  My  little  Soldier  !  how  thy  Spirit  charms  me! 
Arth.  But  ftill  my  Life  to  this  brave  Lord  we  owe; 
For  when  a  huge  broad  Falchion  at  my  Head 
Was  rais’d,  he  threw  his  Body  in  between. 

Warded  the  Blow,  and  clove  th’  Aflailant  down  ! 
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And  then  —  our  Horfes  trampled  him  to  Death! 

Conft.  Words  are  too  poor,  to  give  fuch  Deeds  their  Due » 
But  fay,  my  Lord,  what  have  our  Arms  decided  ? 

Melun.  Never  was  Field  with  greater  Bravery  fought  j 
Never  did  Frenchmen  better  bear  their  Spirits, 

Nor  Englijh  Courage  more  approve  their  Pad u re  ! 

While  War,  like  juftice,  weigh’d  out  Life  for  Life, 
Pale  Conqueft  hover’d  in  the  Air  amaz’d. 

Nor  knew  on  whom  to  drop  her  Chaplet  down  ; 

Whether  to  grace  the  Brow  of  France  or  England : 

And  though  their  fainting  Spirits  equally 
Defift,  unable  ro  renew  the  Charge ; 

Yet  each  difpute  what  neither  has  deferv’d. 

Nor  Triumph,  nor  Defeat;  nor  Chains,  nor  Vidtory. 

Conft.  What  Miferies  are  mine,  that  neither  War 
Decides,  nor  long  Endurance  can  aftwage  ? 

Melun.  Have  better  Hopes,  for  as  I  left  the  Field, 

A  Trumpet  from  the  Town  of  Anglers  came, 

To  ask  an  Interview  for  Terms  of  Peace.  [mit, 

Conft.  Said ’ft  thou  of  Peace!  what  Peace  can  France  ad- 
But  on  the  loft,  the  ruin’d  Rights  of  Arthur? 

O  yet  return,  and  bring  me  better  News! 

Back  to  this  fatal  Interview,  while  I 
Penfive  retire,  and  figh  my  Griefs  to  Heav’n  ! 

Melun.  Madam,  thefe  peaceful  Pow’rs  are  now  at  hand. 
Your  Prefence  may  perhaps  afiift  your  Caufe, 

Which  private  Sorrow  would  but  ill  defend. 

Conft.  You  counfel  well;  nor  will  I  tamely  lofe’itl 

Enter  King  John,  leading  Lady  Blanch,  Falconbridge,  (Fc. 
attended .  Trumpets. 

YL.John.  Now,  fair  &  Blanch,  thy  Terrors,  from  the  Field 
Shall  ceafe,  and  frowning  War  no  more  difmay  thee:  * 
This  happy  Interview  fhall  heal  our  Wounds; 

Thy  finding  Hours  henceforth  be  loft  in  Pleafure; 

To  rude  Alarms  fucceed  the  midnight  Revel, 

And  thou,  as  Queen,  in  Normandy  fhall  reign. 

Blanch.  Alas!  what  Happinefs  might  Kings  enjoy. 
Could  Honour  mark  the  Bounds  of  their  Ambition  ! 

K.  John. 
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K.  John.  Be  Honour,  then,  our  Umpire  —  France 
approaches. 

Enter  on  the  oppofite  Side  King  Philip  W Dauphin  attended . 
After  them ,  from  the  Gates  of  Angiers,  enter  the  Ab¬ 
bot,  with  Priejts  and  Citizens. 

K.  Philip.  Now  redlefs  England!  are  thy  Troops  content. 

Or  would  they  more  of  us  ? - - 

K.  John.  -  ■  -  Would  France  have  more? 

Have  not  thefe  men  of  Angiers ,  from  their  Walls, 

Stood  Witnefsof  the  Havock  we  have  made? 

K.  Philip.  Or  have  they  not,  with  equal  eyes,  beheld 
The  Swords  of  France  dain’d  in  the  Blood  of  England ? 

Abbot.  Princes,  with  equal  Sorrow  have  we  feen 
The  fatal  Wade  of  your  contending  Powers: 

Since  then  your  Lofs  is  mutual  in  the  Field, 

Let  in  the  Cabinet  your  Counfels  conquer. 

Kings  mod  are  Kings,  where  Peace  protects  the  Subjedt. 
K.  Philip.  Lefs  of  your  Morals,  and  of  Purpofe  more. 
Abbot.  As  Angiers ,  then,  can  but  one  Lord  obey, 

Let  to  the  other  one  refign  that  Title, 

Contented  with  a  due  Equivalent, 

Which  to  your  royal  Option  we  fhall  name; 

Then,  on  fuch  Compadt,  fhall  our  wide-thrown  gates 
Fly  from  their  Hinges  to  receive  their  Mader. 

But  if  in  hodile  Enmity’s  perfiding - 

K.  Philip.  Dar’d  thou  again  defy  us?  Hence > . . 

K.  John.  - - Speak  on ! 

Abbot.  Glory,  though  deaf  to  dying  Groans  in  War, 
May  lend  a  pitying  Ear  to  Peace  unfoil’d. 

Conjl.  Kings,  by  your  Leave !  and  ere  this  Raven’s  Voic^ 
Prefume,  again,  to  croak  his  bold  Rebellion^ 

Hear  once  a  Woman’s  nobler  Senle  of  Glory! 

If  my  free  Speech  on  either  Part  found  partial. 

Then  both  to  my  abandon’d  Fortunes  leave  me. 

How  dare  thefe  Vaffals,  lying  at  your  Mercy, 
Audacioufly  fet  Bounds  to  royal  Right; 

And  Traitors,  as  they  are,  give  Laws  to  Monarchs! 

If  you  are  Kings,  refent  this  Infolence! 
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Nor  let  them,  in  one  Day,  twice  defy  you; 

Both  play  your  Engines  on  their  crumbling  Walls, 

Till  an  unhous’d  and  fencelefs  Defolation 
Sweep  them  as  level,  as  the  Seas  becalm’d  : 

Then  to  your  feparate  Banners  each  return. 

And  Front,  to  Front  decide  the  Right  of  Empire  1 
Thus  your  coy  Miftrefs  Fortune,  charm’d  by  Conqueft, 
Shall  from  the  dreadful  Battle  chufe  her  Minion, 

And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  Viftory !  [Heads! 

K.  Philip.  Now,  by  yon  Sky,  that  hangs  above  our 
*Tis  nobly  thought:  Thefe  Infolents  deferve 
This  Chaftifement:  Say,  then,  will  England  join 
To  vindicate  the  Caufe  of  regal  Honour, 

And  bury  Anglers  in  immediate  Ruin?  [Charge! 

K.  John.  Well  haft  thou  offer’d  France !  Each  to  his 
Which  Front  lies  fairefttoour  Englijh  Vengeance  ?  [South 
K.  Philip.  If  England  fo  approve,  France  from  the 
Shall  thunder - - 

K.  John.  - England  from  the  North  fhall  echo ! 

Abbot.  O !  hear  us !  hear,  you  royal  Potentates ! 

Stop  this  impatient  Rigour  of  your  Arms, 

And  God-like  hearken  to  the  Cries  of  Peace! 

Be  Heav’n’s  Vicegerents,  and  protect  your  Subjects ! 

Let  us  but  know  our  King,  and  we  obey  him  ; 

Then  name  his  Foe,  and  we  oppofe  him  j 
But  let  not  this  Refource  of  Female  Spleen 
Miflead  you  to  an  Aft  of  Cruelty  ! 

She,  like  the  chiidlefs  Mother  fam’d  in  Story, 

Yielding  the  Infant  to  be  carv’d  and  mangled, 

Betrays  the  Secret  of  her  fpurious  Claim. 

K.  John.  ’Tis  true!  the  Inference  yet  asks  Attention. 
Conji.  How  wild  are  the  Expedients  of  Defpair ! 

But  who,  in  Injuries  like  mine,  istemp’rate? 

Rather  let  Angiers  know  a  lawlefs  Lord, 

Than  to  the  Rightful  be  their  Lives  a  Sacrifice. 

Princes,  I  wave  my  Plea,  and  now  to  France  appeal  j 
In  whofe  firm  Honbur  is  my  only  Hope. 

K.  Philip.  Madam,  you  there  with  Safety  may  repofe  it. 
Confl.  What  Heav’n  wills  be  done*  but  I  fear  the  Iffue! 
Thefe  royal  Parleys  bode  no  good  to  me. 
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Hence  to  Tome  holy  Cell,  I  will  retire, 

And  meditate,  refign’d,  the  Ills  that  wait  me. 

Thus,  while  thele  Eagles  hover  in  the  Air, 

The  trembling  Turtle,  with  her  only  Young, 

Shrinks  in  her  Neft,  and  dreads  impending  Wrong. 

[ Exit  Conftance  with  Arthur. 
K.  John.  Lord  Abbot,  now  proceed :  we  paufe  to  hear 
thee. 

Abbot.  Then,  briefly,  for  the  gen’ral  Welfare,  thus. 
Among  the  Wonders  of  your  princely  Trains, 

Your  Pardon,  if  I  fee  a  royal  Pair, 

In  Birth,  in  blooming  Age,  in  Virtues  equal, 

(O!  be  the  Sight  prophetick  to  our  Hopes; 

The  lovely  Blanch  is  near  in  Blood  to  England , 

Lewis ,  the  royal  Dauphin ,  Heir  to  France. 

If  courtly  Love  in  fearch  of  Beauty  goes. 

Where  could  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch ? 

If  virtuous  Love  in  fearch  of  Virtue  goes. 

Where  ihall  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 

If  proud  Ambition  feeks  a  Bride  of  Birth,  , 

What  purple  Fountain  runs  through  nobler  Veins? 

Who  then  to  fuch  tranfcendent  Maiden  Charms 
Can  lay  a  Claim  fuperior  to  this  Dauphin? 

What  Youth  can  equal  him,  what  Virgin  her? 

Yet,  as  they  are,  are  each  but  half  themlelves : 

O!  two  fuch  fair  divided  Excellencies, 

Join’d  in  one  Love,  might  heal,  with  happier  Peace, 

The  Wounds  of  War,  and  makeup  full  Perfedtion! 

Dauph.  Had  I  a  Hermit’s  Blood,  a  Caufe  fo  pleaded, 

A  Virgin  fo  adorn’d,  with  holy  Praife, 

Had  fir’d  my  Heart,  and  preach’d  it  into  Love.  [Peace! 

Abbot.  Turn  then,  great  Pow’rs,  your  hoftile  Rage  to 
Bind  up  your  Feuds  in  thefe  foft  Bonds  of  Union  j 
And,  like  indulgent  Heav’n,  from  lowring  Clouds, 

Pour  down  your  Bleflings  on  your  joyful  People! 

Dauph.  My  royal  Father,  take  this  holy  Counfel; 

Give  Peace  to  England ,  and  Repofe  to  me! 

For  never  will  my  Heart  know  Refl,  ’till  there 
A  paflive  Smile  permits  me  to  complain.  \England. 

K.  Philip.  Thofe  Smiles,  my_Son,  are  in  the  Gift  of 
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Dauph.  Thus  then  to  England  for  the  general  Weal, 
Suppliant  I  bend  my  Knee,  and  beg  for  Peace: 

This  Knee,  which  never  could  to  Int’reft  bow, 

Compell’d  by  Love,  may  bend  with  Honour. 

K.  John.  Spoke,  like  a  royal  Woer,  and  if  France 
Approve  this  Sally  of  thy  youthful  Heart, 

As  fhe  in. Beauty,  Education,  Blood, 

Holds  Hands  with  any  Princefs  of  the  World, 

Her  Dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  the  proudelt. 

K.  Philip.  Let  England  ratify  his  Word,  and  France 
With  royal  Sanction  fhall  confirm  this  Treaty. 

K.  John.  Far,  as  our  Pow’r  may  warrant  the  Confent 
Of  Virgin  Modefty,  which  Love  muft  conquer. 

We  here  approve  this  holy  Father’s  Counfel; 

And,  for  the  Dowry  of  this  high-born  Maid, 

Yield  we  the  Provinces  of  Anjou ,  Main , 

Eureux ,  and  all  thofe  Towns,  that  to  the  Sea, 

From  hence,  by  due  Inheritance  we  claim: 

With  thrice  ten  thoufand  Marks  of  EngliJfj  Gold 
To  grdce  her  bridal  Bed,  and  feal  this  Peace. 

K.  Philip.  A  royal  Dowry,  confonant  to  Honour, 

And  be  the  Virgin  free,  our  Love  accepts  it: 

Now  England - 

Dauph.  - Pardon,  royal  Sir,  myTranfport! 

For  now,  methinks,  what  farther  might  be  faid. 

Seems  due  to  Beauty  from  the  Lover’s  Tongue. 

O!  beauteous  Maid !  vouchlafe  a  patient  Ear ! 

If  as  a  Prince  I  fue,  fhort  is  my  Plea: 

Thefe  royal  Advocates  have  ftrongly  urg’d  it: 

If,  as  a  Lover,  how  fhall  I  approach  thee? 

How  in  one  Moment  can  I  ask  for  Hope, 

Or  how  fhall  Nations  wait  till  I  deferve  thee? 

O !  that  thy  Form  had  fprung  from  humble  Race : 

That,  then,  I  might  have  given  my  panting  Heart 
Th’ Ad  vantage  of  Degree,  and  ev’n  on  Sight  poffefs’d  thee. 

Blanch.  ■  Prince,  to  my  Birth  you  all  Advantage  owe  •> 
Were  I,  like  private  Virgins,  free  to  love. 

Then  Modefty  our  Sex’s  Guard  and  Grace, 

With  Coldnefs  had  receiv’d  your  tendered  Vows, 

And  for  your  Sighs,  the  wafcingWinds  had  caught  them  : 

But 
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But  Princes,  born  to  Paffions  not  their  own, 

Are  Slaves  in  Love,  where  happier  Subjects  reign  : 

The  Hearts  of  royal  Maids,  like  publick  Treafure, 

Are  to  the  Exigents  of  State  affign’d, 

While  private  Comfort  is  referr’d  to  Virtue. 

Of  this-had  I  been  train’d  in  Ignorance, 

Then  yielding  thus  my  Hand  had  dy’d  theie  Cheeks 
With  Shame;  but  confcious  what  1  owe  the  Publick, 
With  the  lame  joyful  Pride  I  feal  this  Peace, 

As  counter-figning  Minifters  atteft  it. 

Dauph.  From  Heaven  this  Joy  defcends. 

K.  John.  England  and  France  are  one.” 

King  John  and  King  Philip  embrace,  then  join  the  Hands 
of  Blanch  and  Dauphin. 

Blanch.  Love  muft  from  Love - 

Dauph.  - Love  fhall  of  Love  be  born. 

K.  Philip.  Your  Office,  holy  Father,  fhall  we  next 
Intreat,  for  at  St.  Alary’s  Altar  ftraight 
This  royal  Marriage  will  we  folemnize. 

You,  Lord  Melun ,  to  Lady  Conjlance  hafte. 

With  whom  this  Peace,  alas !  will  Fort  but  ill ; 

Bid  her  have  Cheer,  and  tempt  her  to  this  Feftival. 

K.  John.  You,  Coufin,  on  the  Part  of  England  greet  her. 

[To  Falcon. 

Tell  her  thefe  Times  fhall  cure  her  fickly  Fortunes; 

All  fhall  be  heal’d:  Arthur ,  her  Infant  Son, 

In  Honour  to  this  Peace  fhall  fhine  in  Dignities: 

This  Day  wfe  Duke  of  Bretagne  will  falute  him, 

Ol  Richmond  Ezr\,  fay  fuch  our  Word  creates  him. 

Now  to  our  Solemnity - 

Dauph.  - Now  lovely  Blanch  l 

Never  had  Anglers  fuch  a  welcome  Guefl ; 

Thus  when,  of  old,  the  Dove  was  fent  t’  explore 
The  long-wifh’d  Bleffings  of  arifing  Shore; 

At  length  a  diftant  fpringing  Grove  fhe  fpies, 

Crops  the  firft  Branch,  a  fure  credential  Prize  ; 

Then  to  the  happy  Ark  refumes  her  Wings, 

And  to  the  World  preferv’d  the  peaceful  Olive  brings. 
[ They  all  enter  the  Town  with  Trumpets  founding , 
Acclamations ,  &c. 
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A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Conftance,  Arthur,  Melun,  Falconbridge. 
CONSTANC  E. 

AP  E  A  C  E  with  England ,  and  by  Trance  concluded  ! 
Affianc’d  too !  Blanch  to  the  Dauphin  married! 

And  Arthur's  Ruin  made  her  pompous  dowry! 
Thou  doft  abufe  my  Ear ;  it  cannot  be  ! 

I  have  a  Monarch’s  Oath  to  right  my  Caufe, 

And  ’twere  to  wrong  thy  Mafter,  to  believe  thee! 

Mel.  Madam,  thefe  Words  are  yours,  but  what  before. 
In  plain  and  honeft  Terms,  I  told  was  true* 

’Twas  his  Command  I  ffiould  at  large 

Inform  you  of  this  Peace,  and  cheer  your  Hopes. 

Conjl.  My  Hopes!  bid  the  loft  Wretch  with  broken  limbs. 
Extended  on  the  Wheel,  to  hope  for  Mercy ! 

Hopes  I  have  none! - - 

Atth.  — Since  ’tis  the  Will  of  Heaven, 

I  do  befeech  you,  Madam,  be  content. 

Conjl.  Content!  to  thy  vile  Wrongs  be  patient!  no; 
Were  thou,  in  Temper  wayward,  foul  in  Feature, 
Deform’d,  that  ev’n  thy  Birth  difgrac’d  thy  Mother  1 
Yet,  as  my  Child,  my  Heart  would  feel  thy  Ulage ! 

But  as  thou  art  the  Pride  and  Triumph  of  my  Bed, 

As  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  Birth,  dear  Boy, 

Nature  and  Fortune  both  confpir’d  to  grace  thee  ; 

For  not  the  Rofe  or  Lily,  from  the  Hand  of  Nature, 

Can  boaft  their  Beauties  more  compleat  or  fair! 

Nor  has,  among  the  Realms  of  Europe ,  Fortune 
Bequeath’d  a  Crown  to  Blood  or  Birth  fuperior ! 

As  luch  when  I  behold  thee,  and  behold 

Thee  wrong’d,  betray’d,  abandon’d  to  the  World; 

Then,  then,  to  be  content  were  criminal ! 
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An  Indolence  that  Virtue  would  difclaim  ; 

No,  no,  my  Child !  cruel,  obdurate  Souls, 

They  only,  who  could  do  thefe  Wrongs,  might 
Bear  them  : 

But  human  Hearts,  a  helplefs  Mother’s  Heart, 

Mull  yield  to  Nature,  and  deplore  thy  Fortune! 

Fal.  Thefe  plaintive  Transports,  Madam,  cannot  help. 
But  may  impair  your  State  :  Confider  weli. 

How  may  our  potent  Mailers  be  offended. 

That  thus  you  flight  their  royal  Invitation  ? 

Yielding  to  neither,  you  lofe  both  your  Friends ; 

We  mull  not,  Madam,  dare  not  part  without  you. 

Conft.  You  mull!  you  dare!  you  lhall !  I  will  not  go! 
Tell  them,  They’ve  taught  my  Sorrow  to  be  proud : 

There  is  a  Dignity  in  fuff ’ring  wrong, 

Which  mean-foul’d  Perfidy  can  never  reach! 

Here,  on  this  humble  Earth,  build  we  our  Throne  ; 
Here  lhall  Calamity  in  Judgment  fit. 

And  call  Opprefiion  to  her  fad  Tribunal. 

Now  let  injurious  France  and  England  fee, 

How  we  are  rais’d  in  Majefty  above  them  ! 

This  is  the  Throne,  to  which,  or  firll  or  lalt. 

The  greatelt  Kings  mull  bow  —  Philip ,  I  thank  thee; 
Thefe  are  thy  Favours  !  —  Such  the  Faith  of  Princes ! 

Enter  King  Philip  attended ,  Melun  and  Falconbridge 
having  obferv'd  to  him  the  State  of  Conltance  :  He ,  ap¬ 
proaching ,  raifes  her . 

K.  Philip.  What  means  the  mournful  Conjl  ance  on  the 
Difpel  thy  Griefs,  and  let  the  Honours  of  jjEarth? 

Thy  Infant-Son  now  blend  the  gen’ral  Joy. 

Conjl.  Philip ,  I  fear  my  Prefence  is  offenfive. 

Hi. Philip. Why  Ihould  thy  Fortunes  warrant  fuch  a  Fear? 
Conjl.  Perhaps  I  fancy’d  my  fad  Looks  reproach’d  thee  ; 
And  to  the  noble  Mind  Reproach  is  painful,  [have  you — 
K  .Phil.  Reproach  fhould  follow  Wrongs :  What  Caufe 
Cenjl.  What  Caufe !  This  Objedt,  Philip ,  may  inform  thee  : 
Behold  this  royal  Beggar  —  [Pointing  to  Arthur. 

K.  Philip. - Yet  his  Fortune 

Deferves  not  this  Complaint :  His  high  Promotions, 
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New  Honours,  and  Appointments  are  moft  noble. 

Conjl.  Shall  Honour  then  compound  ?  Has  royal  Right 
A  Fellowfhip?  Is  he,  who  lofes'  half. 

Not  robb’d,  becaufe  a  Moiety  is  left  him  ? 

Is  Arthur  known  the  lineal  fleir  of  Cceurdflion  ? 

And  fhall  he  bafely  (loop  to  vafifal  Dignities  ? 

Is  Britany ,  that  poor  dependent  Dukedom, 

That  Gew-gaw  Feather,  on  his  Infant  Creft, 

Of  equal  Weight  for  England’s  Diadem  ? 

K.  Philip.  Your  Griefs  conclude,  as  if  Events  were  ours. 
Have  not  our  Arms,  in  Arthur’s  royal  Right, 

Expos’d  our  Crown  to  Hazards  in  the  field  ? 

While,  in  the  bloody  Conteft,  Thoufands  fell. 

The  flaughter’d  Vi&ims  of  our  Faith  to  thee? 

Conjl.  And  to  deface  that  glorious  Ad  of  Honour, 

Thoy  haft  betray’d  the  Right  of  Arthur  to  his  Foe. 

K.  Philip.  Betray’d  !  Now  judge  for  me!  Had  you  been 
What Anfwer  might  thisT reatment  have  deferv’d  ?  [Philips 
Conjl.  Then  Philip  never  had  deferv’d  this  Treatment, 
Had  I  been  Philip  Philip  injur’d  Conjl ance. 

Then  hadft  thou  feen  a  Philip  firm  to  Virtue! 

A  Prince  that  had  preferr’d  the  Caufe  of  Honour 
To  all  the  temporal  Indrefts  on  Earth  ! 

But  Pow’r,  I  fee,  howe’er  adorn’d  with  Purple, 

Shews,  in  the  Monarch,  but  a  worldly  Man  ; 

And  Faith  is  but  the  Merchandife  of  Empire ! 

K .Philip.  Temper,  I  fee,  is  loft  upon  Impatience: 
When  you  have  worn  a  Crown,  yoy’ll  better  judge 
How  far  a  Monarch  may  extend  his  Virtue. 

Conjl.  When  I  have  worn  a  Crown  ?  Injurious  Man  I 
Doft  thou  infult  the  Wretch  thou  haft  undone  ? 

Philip ,  farewel:  And,  if  thou  canft,  enjoy 
The  Peace  which  my  Calamities  have  bought. 

If  Kingdoms  we  on  broken  Vows  muft  found. 

Oh!  never  may  thy  guilty  Brows  be  crown’d ! 

May’ft  thou,  with  taintlefs  Honour,  brave  thy  Fate ; 
Nor  ever  dare  to  be  ignobly  great  ! 

In  confcious  Virtue  may’ft  thou  Empire  find. 

And  reign  the  happier  Monarch  of  thy  Mind. 

lExit  with  Arthur* 
K.  Phil. 
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K.  PhiTip.  Melun ,  attend  her,  and  obferve  her  Pafiions : 
Revenge  may  prompt  her  to  commute  her  Fortune, 

And  her  Submifilon  to  the  Pow’r  of  England 
Might  fow,  between  our  Realms,  new  Seeds  of  Difcord. 

[ Exit  Melun. 

Enter  Dauphin  and  Blanch. 

Daupb.  My  royal  Father,  our  fair  Dauphinefs, 

Prefs’d  by  her  Sex’s  Fear,  intreats  your  Favour. 

K.  Philip.  So  fair,  fo  gentle  a  Petitioner 
Needs  but  to  name  her  Wilkes,  to  command  them. 

Blanch.  Not  fo,  my  Lord  ;  but  our  Defire  is  this; 

My  royal  Uncle  having  from  England 
Advice,  that  preffes  his  Departure  hence. 

Alarms  my  Heart  with  Fears  ’till  now  unknown : 

When  he’s  away,  and  I  left  here  a  Stranger, 

Young,  unexperienc’d,  liable  to  Failures, 

How  may  Simplicity,  tho’  well  inclin’d, 

Miftake  the  Duties  of  a  Bride  or  Daughter  ? 

Without  his  Guidance  to  direct  my  Steps, 

How  may  my  Errors  wander  from  your  Favour  ?  [cures  ? 
K.  Phil.  How  can’ll  thou  lofe  what  even  thy  Fear  fe- 
Blanch.  Let  him  not  yet  depart  j  you.  Sir,  might  Hay 
Daupb.  Grant  her  Defires ! ——  [him. 

K.  Philip.  — - -  When  fit  Occafion  offers. 

For  his  fair  Neice’s  fake  we  will  intreat  him. 

But  fee!  he  comes !  with  Bufinefs  on  his  Brow: 

Depend  upon  our  Love,  and  calm  thy  Cares. 

[Exeunt  Blanch  and  Dauphine. 

Enter  K.  John  with  Letters ,  &c. 

K.  John.  Brother  of  France ,  we  grieve  that  our  Affairs 
In  England ,  on  the  Spur,  demand  our  Pfefence  ; 

But  ’tis  our  Glory  that  we  part  in  Peace. 

K.  Philip.  What  unforfeen  Occafion  thus  breaks  in 
Upon  the  Revels  of  our  Amity? 

K.  John.  Our  Letters  thence  inform  us  that  our  Suhje&s, 
Stirr’d  by  the  reftlefs  Policy  of  Rome , 

Meet  in  Cabals,  t’affert  the  Papal  Pow’r : 

Fa&ion  and  Tumult,  in  the  open  Day, 
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Stalk  through  the  Streets  with  Folly  at  their  Heels, 

And  make  religious  Cries  againft  Allegiance ; 

Warm’d  by  this  Spirit  too,  at  Canterbury , 

The  lordly  Monks  difpute  our  regal  Pow’r ; 

Reject  our  Prelate  to  that  See  prefer’d. 

And  by  a  fecond  Choice  appeal  to  Rome : 

Thefe  growing  Ills  mull  in  their  Shell  be  crufh’d. 

And  by  the  injur’d  Majefty  of  Kings, 

Thefe  ghoftly  Traitors  Ihall  abjure  their  Choice, 
Though  at  the  Hazard  of  our  Kingdom  we  abide  it. 

Enter  Falconbridge. 

Fal.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty  his  Eminence 
Of  Milan ,  Pandulph ,  the  great  Cardinal, 

And  Legate,  frofn  the  holy  See  full  charg’d 
With  apoftolick  Pow’rs,  demands  his  Audience. 

K.  John.  Pandulph !  but  be  it  fo  ;  Coufin,  conduct  him : 
And  Sir,  my  Brother,  tho’  his  holy  Errand 
Reach  but  our  felf  in  Form,  yet  is  his  View, 

By  our  Example,  to  make  others  bow. 

And  hold,  in  equal  Chains,  the  Kings  of  Europe  : 
France ,  from  this  Juncture,  may  be  early  warn’d; 

Your  felf  a  Witnefs  better  will  advife  you. 

Enter  Pandulph  attended. 

Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  Deputies  of  Heaven ! 

Peace,  Health  and  Benedidtions  crown  your  Days ! 

To  thee,  King  John,  our  high  Commiflion  fpeaks. 
From  our  moft  holy  Father  Innocent , 

Servant  of  Servants,  and  the  Lord  of  Kings, 

I  Pandulph ,  of  fair  Milan  Cardinal, 

And  Legate  from  the  facred  Chair,  demand. 

Why,  againft  his  apoftolick  Power, 

Thou  ftubbornly  doft  fpurn,  and  with  unhallow’d  Force 
Keep  Stephen  Lanffon,  now  of  Canterbury 
Archbilhop  duly  choien,  from  the  Lands 
Confign’d  and  facred  to  that  holy  See  ? 

What  may  thefe  rafh  Extremities  portend  ? 

Why  are  the  Waters  of  Religion  troubled? 

What  impious  Counfels  have  feduc’d  thy  Love 
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From  the  maternal  Bofom  of  oar  Church  ? 

Whence  are  thefe  wilful  Marks  of  Difobedie'nce  ? 

Such  is  the  Contumacy  thou  art  charg'd  with. 

And  this  the  Time  appointed  thee  to  anfwer. 

K.  John.  Is  then  Afiertion  of  our  kingly  Right 
Term’d  impious,  dubborn,  wilful,  difobedient ! 

This  the  proud  Stile  of  Rome  to  fov’reign  Princes! 

Are  thefe  the  meek  Examples  of  her  Dodlrine  ? 

I  tell  thee,  Legate,  as  to  LanHon's  Right, 

One  Pope’s  enough  for  England  to  endure ! 

But  Vice-roys  there  we  never  will  receive. 

For  fuch  are  all  whom  Rome  appoints  our  Pallors ! 
Created  from  abroad,  they  know  no  Lord  at  home  ; 

But,  when  their  Duty’s  quedion’d,  anfwer  Rome ! 

Rome  diall  fupport  them  ;  for  their  King’s  her  Vaflal ! 
But,  Cardinal,  from  hence  imperious  Romt 
Shall  know,  in  England  we  will  reign! 

Nor  fhall,  while  we  have  Life,  Italian  Prieds 
Have  Tithe  or  Toll  in  our  Dominions  ! 

No,  not  a  native  Brow  fhall  there  be  mitred. 

That  thinks  not  due  Obedience  to  his  Prince, 

Confident  with  his  other  Chridian  Duties! 

Pand.  Are  Subjects  to  their  Prince  more  bound  in  Duty, 
Than  is  that  Prince  in  Duty  bound  to  Heav’n  ?  [Senfe  ? 

K.  John.  Has  Heav’n  depriv’d  all  Chridian  Kings  of 
Or  have  they  Eyes,  and  yet  no  Right  to  ufe  them  ? 

Shall  free-born  Kings  not  chufe  their  native  Padors? 

The  Lands  thou  fpeakd  of  are  the  Soil  of  England ; 

And  who  fhall  plant  a  crofier’d  Tenant  there. 

That  owes  not  to  our  Crown  his  holy  Tenure? 

Pand.  Dominion  o’er  the  Vaflals  on  thofe  Lands, 

Is  not  deny’d  thy  Right ;  but  on  their  Lords  Demife 
The  Right  of  Heav’n  refumes  the  vacant  Cure, 

And  to  that  Cure,  as  Heav’n’s  Vicegerent  here. 

Our  holy  Sire  appoints  the  Succedor ! 

K.  John.  Bladyour  evafive  School-didinflions, 

That  prove  at  once,  I  am  and  am  not  King  ! 

Suppofe  an  Enemy  invade  thofe  Lands, 

Who  lhall  protect  them?  Is’t  not  our  Expence  ? 

Our  Arms,  our  Subjects,  that  mud  face  the  Danger  ? 
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Will  your  Anathemas,  your  Fulminations, 

Drive  from  our  Fields  the  Ravage  of  a  War? 

Shall  Rome  then  fay,  Thofe  Lands  are  ours  in  Fee, 

And  you,  for  our  foie  Ufes,  fhall  defend  them  ! 

Infatiate  Pride !  by  Heav’d !  it  mocks  our  Senfes ! 

No,  Sir,  our  Englifh  Pallors  fhall  be  Englifh  Subjects ; 
Not  Aliens,  independent  on  our  Crown  ; 

Who  call  the  Fleeces  of  their  Flocks  to  Rome , 

And  when  their  holy  Avarice  is  curb’d, 

Then  drive  them  at  their  Pleafure  from  Allegiance. 

But  let  thy  Mailer  know,  we  hold  our  Crown 
By  Right,  as  high  as  he  his  priellly  Diadem  ; 

And,  where  our  Realms  extend,  will  be  our  felf  fupreme. 

Pand.  O!  impious,  Oprophane,  apollate  Rage ! 

My  Chrillian  Ears  are  tortur’d  with  the  Sound ! 

K.  Phil .  Brother  of  England ,  this  avow’d  Contempt 
Of  facred  Pow’r,  but  ill  accords  that  Faith 
Implicit,  which  her  royal  Sons  profefs : 

Since  you  have  made  me  party  to  this  Audience, 

Let  me  in  friendly  Confidence  allure  you 
France  would  not,  trampling  on  the  Rights  of  Rome , 
Provoke  the  holy  Cenfures  of  her  Chair, 

Though  the  Attempt  might  double  our  Dominions! 

K.  John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  CbrJlendomt 
Should  bow  your  Necks,  for  this  proud  Pope  to  tread  on, 
Crawl  to  his  Throne,  and  like  a  God  adore  him  j 
Or  rather  fear,  as  Indians  do  the  Devil, 

Not  for  the  Good,  but  Mifchief  he  may  do  you  ! 

Shaking  your  Purfes  empty  in  his  Lap, 

To  purchafe  impious  Pardon  of  a  Man, 

Who,  in  that  Sale,  fells  Pardon  from  himfelf ! 

Though  you  and  all  the  World  like  Columns  Hand, 

To  form  triumphal  Arches  to  his  Pride  ; 

Yet  England  fhall  alone  himfelf  oppofe 
This  fubdolous,  this  priellly  Uiurpation  ! 

Pand.  Hear  then,  high  Heav’n  and  Earth!  ye  Saints 
And  Men  below!  Chrillians  ahd  Angels,  hear!  [above, 
Hear  the  tremendous  Doom,  our  holy  Church 
On  this  accurll,  apollate  Head  denounces ! 

Drive  him,  ye  mighty  Kings,  and  Potentates, 
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From  Realm  to  Realm  a  loft  abandon’d  Exile ! 

All  Bonds  of  Peace,  Defence,  Alliance,  Commerce, 
Broken!  abfolv’d!  annul’d!  O  fweep  him  forth. 

Like  the  firft  bloody  Cain,  deteftable ! 

This  facrilegious  Parricide !  whofe  Arm, 

Againft  the  fiacred  Bofom  of  our  Mother, 

Has  drawn  the  impious  Sword  of  Difobedience! 

From  this  immediate  Moment  be  his  Crown 
The  Spoil,  the  Right,  the  juft  Reward  of  him, 

Whofe  happier  Hand  fliall  rend  it  from  his  Brow ! 

Be  all  his  Subjects  from  Allegiance  free. 

From  Duty,  Converfe,  all  Benevolence, 

Support,  or  Correfpondence  interdicted! 

On  Pains  eternal  to  the  Soul  offending  ! 

And  meritorious  fhall  the  meaneft  Soul 
Be  deem’d  rever’d  to  Ages  canoniz’d, 

Who  fhall  by  Violence  or  Stratagem, 

For  thefe  his  Crimes,  deprive  him  of  his  Life! 

K  .John.  Stay!  thou  imperious  Legate !  hear  a  King’s 
Defiance  echo  to  your  holy  Thunder! 

Firft,  for  your  impious  Arrogance  of  Pow’r, 

We  blow  it  mouthing  to  theWinds  contemn’d  ! 

But  as  its  Vanity  deferves  Rebuke, 

We,  in  fubftantial  Vengeance,  will  repay  it 
On  thy  rebellious  Brethrens  Heads  accumulated! 

K.  Phil.  What  may  this  Rafhnefs  mean  ?  be  yet  advis’d ! 
Nor  tempt  the  Chaftifement  of  holy  Pow’r.  [drawn ! 

K .John.  Unman  me  not  with  Fear:  The  Sword  is 
Rome  now  fliall  know  the  Pow’r  of  England!  Ho! 
Cornhill  and  De  Cantie  you,  our  valiant  Knights, 

Chufe  like  your  felves  a  Band  of  Men  determin’d! 

ConduCl  them  with  the  utmoft  fpeed  to  England : 

There,  from  their  Hive  of  Canterbury, 

With  militaryForce  of  Fire  and  Sword, 

Exterminate  thefe  trait’rous  Monks,  that  have. 

In  this  Election  of  their  Prelate,  dar’d 
To  fend  the  Queftion  of  our  Right  to  Rome: 

Seize  on  their  Goods,  their  Moveables,  and  Treafure! 
Confifcate  to  the  Publick !  Then  proclaim  it  Death 
To  give  them  Shelter  through  our  whole  Dominions ! 
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Without  Remorfe,  Inquiry,  or  Delay, 

See  this  our  Will,  with  rigour,  be  obey’d! 

[Exeunt  Cornhill  and  De  Cantie. 
Now  Legate,  as  thou  lik’ft  this  Work,  proceed  ! 

We  yet  have  Hecatombs  of  Drones,  thy  Victims  j 
For  each  Anathema,  a  Diocefe  ! 

Let  Popes  confine  to  Points  of  Faitn  their  Sway, 

And  none  fhall  more  implicitly  obey  : 

But  when  they  firain  that  Sway  to  temp’ral  Pow’r, 

And  would  the  inborn  Rights  of  Kings  devour  j 
Then,  by  our  Arms,  from  Ufurpation  hurl’d, 

We’ll  treat  them  as  the  Tyrants  of  the  World  !  [  Exit . 

Pand.  Thus  then  to  thee,  to  thee!  O  filial  France! 

Our  holy  Church  commits  her  bleeding  Caufe! 

O !  flop  the  homeward  Paffage  of  this  Heretick  ! 

Rouze  dll  theWarriour  in  thy  righteous  Heart, 

To  ftem  this  wild  Apoftate’s  Perfecution. 

Think  how  may  fad  Reproach  afflkft  thy  Soul, 

When  Fame  fhall  fay  that  France  in  Arms  flood  by. 
And  tamely  faw  the  impious  Devaflation!  [ment  : 

K.  Philip.  Alas!  my  Lord!  France  needs  not  this  Incitc- 
We  fee,  with  Grief,  this  frantick  Difobedience ; 

Feel  too,  with  equal  Pain,  our  arms  confin’d  : 

For  how  may  folemn  Oaths  of  Amity 
And  Peace  be  broken?  Such  have  we  fworn  to  England! 
Can  we,  through  Wrongs,  cut  fhort  our  Way  to  Juftice? 
Do  certain  Evils  for  uncertain  Good, 

And  offer  up  our  Perjuries  to  Heav’n  ? 

Pand.  Can  Faith  to  Man  abjure  our  holy  Duties  ? 
What  Pow’r  can  bind  the  Soul  againft  it  felf? 

What  Oaths  abfolve  thee  from  thy  Vows  to  Heav’n  ? 

As  Heav’n  has  a  Claim  fuperior  then, 

’Tis  Perjury  to  keep  thy  Oath  with  Hereticks! 

Or  if  thy  Confcience  yet  retains  a  Scruple, 

Thus,  from  our  heav’nly  Pow’r,  to  bind  or  loofe, 

Thy  cancell’d  Oath  receives  its  Abfolution  1 

K.  Philip.  Ay,  now,  my  Father,  is  my  Soul  at  large ! 
Free  and  infpir’d!  our  Arms  are  fan&ified! 

To  be  the  chofen  Champion  in  a  Caufe 
So  heavenly  juft - 
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Pand.  - —  fhall  add  more  Glory  to 

Thy  Sword,  than  Wreaths  of  univerfal  Empire  ! 

K.  Philip.  Melun!  this  Inltant  let  our  Troops  be  form’d! 
Then  at  their  Head  will  we  demand  of  England , 

That  thefe  his  impious  Orders  he  recal, 

And  yield  to  Rome  the  Right  of  his  Obedience: 

Which,  if  refus’d,  then  be  the  Signal  given 
For  dire  Control,  and  Chaftifement  of  War! 

Pand.  Myriads  of  Saints,  and  Angels  rang’d  on  high. 
Shall  clap  their' facred  Wings,  and  plaud  thy  Piety. 

[  Exeunt. 

Trumpets.  Enter  Dauphin  with  Blanch. 

Planch.  O  fatal  Day  !  are  thefe  thy  Promifes? 

Is  then  that  facred  Peace,  which  fmiling  Love 
And  hufh’d  Ambition  hand  in  hand  have  fworn. 

Like  a  wreck’d  VefTel,  in  a  Moment  loft  ! 

Become  the  Sacrifice  to  ruthlefsWar! 

All  the  dear  Triumphs  of  my  duteous  Heart, 

Defac’d,  forbidden!  funk  to  Sounds  of  Sorrow! 

Dauph.  Can  Sorrow  have  a  place  in  Hearts  like  thine.? 
Whofe  Views  are  bounded  with  Regards  to  Glory  ? 

The  tendereft  Love  muft  yield  its  Dues  to  Honour! 

Our  Troops  have  Order  for  immediate  March  j 
Hard  is  our  parting,  but  inevitable! 

Love  yet  will  have  his  Hour.-— 

Blanch.  - -Is  this  to  love. 

To  have  our  nuptial  Feaft  ferv’d  in  by  Slaughter? 

Shall  braying  Trumpets  and  loud  churlifh  Drums 
Drown  the  foft  Melody  of  bridal  Songs  ? 

O!  my  lov’d  Lord!  my  Husband!  that  dear  Name! 
Methinks  fo  early  on  my  Tongue  might  move  thee: 
Thus  hanging  on  thy  Heart,  for  England's  fake, 

England  to  me  this  Morn  the  kindeft  Parent! 

I  beg  thee,  lend  thy  Help  to  my  Diftrefs! 

To  Honour  Jet  the  publick  Good  give  Law, 

And  keep  this  facred  Peace  inviolate. 

Dauph.  Be  witnefs,  Heav’n !  how  thy  Sighs  diflolve  me! 
But  as  thy  Virtue,  for  the  publick  Weal, 

Broke  through  thy  Sex’s  Forms  to  yield  thy  Beauties  ; 

So  to  thy  Charms  add  one  Perfection  more. 
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And  let  thy  Piety  furmount  thy  Love ; 

For  now  religious  Ties  demand  our  Sword. 

Where  Pow’r  fo  facred  calls,  even  Kings  obey ! 

War,  now,  but  leads  to  love  the  nobler  way ! 

Not  to  be  foremoft  would  my  Flame  reprove ; 

But  crown’d  with  Conqueft,  I  deferve  thy  Love. 

[ Exit  Dauphin. 

Blanch.  O  France !  O  England!  fatal  both  to  me! 
Would  I  had  never  left  my  native  Soil, 

To  wander  thus  in  pompous  Mifery  ! 

As  when  the  tempell-beaten  Bark  is  fir’d 
By  Lightning,  the  defpairing  Pafienger 
Sees  fure  Deftrudtion  ev’ry  way  furround  him  : 

So  in  this  equally  devouring  War, 

My  foie  Refource  is  Pray’r  to  Heav’n ;  but  how. 

For  what,  or  whom  can  I  my  Vows  addrefs! 

For  England?  No!  connubial  Bonds  forbid  it! 

That  France  may  conquer?  Neither!  Ties  of  Blood, 

Of  Education,  Friendfhip,  all  reftrain  me ! 

Thus,  while  to  different  Hopes  my  Vows  are  tied. 
Conflicting  Fears  my  bleeding  Heart  divide. 

[Exit  Blanch. 

An  ALARM. 

After  which  the  French  Forces  appear  retiring  before  the 
Englifh,  when  a  ViElory  has  been  fome  time  founded. 

Enter  King  John,  Falconbridge,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  John.  A  glorious  Field !  and  bravely  was  it  fought ! 
O!  my  Friends!  when  in  Triumph  we  return 
To  England  through  our  proud  Metropolis, 

How  will  the  loaded  Walls  and  Windows  fwarm 
With  clamorous  Souls,  to  give  their  Champions  welcome? 
How,  like  a  Torrent,  will  their  Joy  o’erwhelm  us. 
Making  our  March  more  toilfome  through  the  Prefs, 

Than  here  we  found  it  through  the  Swords  of  France  ? 

Fal.  This  News  will  have  itsUfes,  Sir,  at  homej 
Give  honeft  Engli/hmen  but  Blood  and  Battle  j 
They  think  no  Sublidies  too  dear  for  Victory  !  [Ixifs 
K  .John.  Now  forward  to  our  Camp!  there  fhall  our 
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And  Gain  be  balanced  ;  what  dear  Friends  are  milling. 
And  who  are  Prifoners  of  the  Enemy. 

Fal.  Our  Lofs  counts  little,  when  compar’d  to  theirs  *, 
For  all  the  Barons  of  Poiflou,  I’m  told. 

Are  taken,  Sir,  with  Hugh  le  Brun  their  Leader ; 

And  as  I  crofs’d  the  Field,  the  Heralds  then 
Had  in  their  Lift  two  hundred  captive  Knights, 

And  Mercenaries  proportionable. 

K.  John.  This  Day  has  made  us  debtor  to  thy  Sword. 
Now  (hall  we  farther  ufe  thee  :  Of  the  Barons, 

Some  to  our  Norman  Caftles  fhall  be  fent  •, 

Others  to  England ,  Coufin,  fhall  pafs  o’er  with  thee  : 
Whofe  Ranfom  fhall  in  part  repay  thy  Service: 

Our  felf,  with  all  convenient  Speed,  will  follow  ; 

This  Night  fhall  thy  Difpatches  be  prepar’d. 

With  Pow’r  at  large,  there  to  difgorge  the  Bags 
Of  dronifh  Monks  and  pamper’d  hoarding  Abbots. 

Since  Rome  fo  fiercely  calls  our  Right  in  queftion. 

No  Mercy  will  we  have  on  her  Dependents ! 

Ufe  our  Commiflion  in  its  utmoft  Force. 

Fal.  Doubt  not,  my  Liege,  their  Skins  fhall  be  as  bare, 
As  they  have  fhorn  their  Sheep,  the  Laity. 

Enter  Hubert. 

K.  John.  Now,  Hubert ,  whence  thy  breathlefs  Hafte  ? 
What  farther  News  ? 

Hub.  - - Better,  I'm  bold  to  fay. 

Your  happier  Arms  could  never  have  propos’d ! 

K.  John.  Be  brief - 

Hub.  - -The  Head  and  Fountain  of  our  Wars 

Isftopt!  Arthur  your  Nephew,  Sir,  is  taken. 

K.  John.' Arthur !  May  I  believe  thee  ?  How  ?  By  whom? 
Hub.  After  the  general  Rout,  upon  Advice, 

That  in  a  Village,  to  thefe  Woods  adjacent, 

Some  Remnant  of  the  Foe  again  were  forming, 

We  ftraight  march’d  up,  and  fummon’d  them  to'yield; 
When  finding  thrice  their  Numbers  we  exceeded. 

To  our  Difcretkm  inftant  they  furrender’d  : 

Among  thefe  Prif ’ners,  Sir,  was  Arthur  found, 

Whom,  in  your  royal  Tent,  our  Party  has  fecur’d. 
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That  there  your  farther  Pleafure,  Sir,  might  find  him. 

K .John.  Remove  him  ftraightto  Roan!  there  in  theCaftle 
Clole  be  his  Guard  !  and,  Hubert ,  for  thy  News 
Receive  this  Trifle,  Earnefl:  of  our  Love.  [ A  Ring. 

No,  Hubert ,  never  will  we  fee  young  Arthur  ! 

In  Princes  Honour  holds  it  mean,  to  call 
Or  Criminal  or  Captives  to  our  Prefence, 

Unlefs  to  grant  them  Liberty  or  Pardon. 

Hub.  You  would  not  then  releafe  him.  Sir  ? 

K.  John.  - Releafe  him ! 

Not  for  thy  Soul !  keep  him,  as  thou  wouldfi:  guard 
The  Pupil  of  thy  Eye  from  Thorns  or  Briers! 

Let  not  even  the  Relief  of  Life,  unlefs 
From  thy  own  cautious  Hand,  come  near  him. 

Hub.  I  take  you.  Sir — I’ll  guard  him  to  your  Willies. 

K.  John.  Do  that,  beyond  thy  Wifhes  will  I  love  thee. 

[An  Officer  whiff ers  Falconbridge. 
Fal.  My  Liege,  w’  are  told  the  Lady  Blanch  is  fled 

In  terror  to  Samur - 

K.  John.  - The  Chance  of  War! 

Her  Fortune,  now,  is  in  another’s  Care  : 

For  look  thee,  Hubert ,  France  had  never  found 
Pretence  for  War,  unlefs  from  Arthur's,  Claim : 

And  therefore  had  the  Boy  now  died  in  Battle, 

Or  heretofore  by  Sicknefs  any  way  ; 

That  drove  Sufpicion  of  his  Death  from  us: 

Not  only  thefe  flight  Wars  had  been  abortive. 

But  future  Times  in  pregnancy  of  Cares, 

Pretenfions,  Doubts,  Jealoufies,  Commotions, 

Had  never  reach’d  the  hope  of  Life  or  Action. 

Hub.  Had  I  thought  that — I  could  have  ended  him. 
Which  now,  Sir,  would  infringe  the  Laws  of  War. 

K  .John.  O,  thoudidfl:  well,  good  Hubert,  to  preferve 
Confider,  he’s  of  royal  Blood,  and  therefore —  [him! 

Fal.  My  Liege,  the  Governor  and  Magiftrates 
Attend  to  offer  up  the  Keys  of  Anglers.  [leifure  j 

K.  John.  ’Tis  well,  we  will  receive  them — more  at 
We  will  convince  thee,  Hubert ,  of  our  Love  ; 

Mean  while  attend  thy  Prifoner  as  inftru&ed. 

Fal.  This  Hubert  feeins  a  rifing  Favourite.  [ A  fide . 
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YL..John.  If  Features  err  not,  Hubert  is  the  Man 
*Tis  true, he’s  flow, has  not  theCourtier’s  quicknefs, 

Or  half  the  Hints  we  gave  had  fir’d  his  Brain  ; 

T’have  done  the  Deed,  we  tremble  but  to  name! 

Some  fitter  time  fhall  mould  him  to  our  Purpofe: 

Now  Actions,  open  to  the  Day,  demand  us.  J 
Now,  Coufin,  fet  we  forward  ;  march  to  Anglers, 
Thence  to  England ;  there,  unbound  and  free. 

Shall  full  Prerogative  and  regal  Power 

Chace  from  our  plunder’d  Realms  thde  Wolves  of  Rome. 

Fal.  This  Battle  the  fierce  Cardinal  fomented. 

The  blund’ring  Infolence  of  prieflly  Pow’r, 

That  thought  to  cow  you  from  your  Right,  with  Curfes 
Deluding  France ,  by  breach  of  Oaths  abfolv’d. 

To  make  a  holy  Caufe  of  Rome* s  Prelumption. 

K.  John.  Now,  where’s  the  Force  of  his  Anathemas  ? 
Thinks  he  that  Words  can  blow  us  from  our  Throne? 
No-,  to  her  Coft,  o’er-bearing  Rome  fhall  find. 

Whene’er  her  holy  Bulls  prefume  to  bellow. 

There’s  yet  an  Englijh  Lion  that  can  roar. 

A  King  that  mocks  the  lordly  Roman  Chain  ; 

And  dares,  to  Death,  the  Right  of  Kings  maintain. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE  the  French  Court. 

Pandulph  alone. 

Fan.  T"\Ifcourag’d !  no-,  this  Battle,  like  a  Blow, 

1.J  Upon  the  burning  Cheek  of  injur’d  Honour, 
Shall  turn  the  holy  Vengeance  to  deftroy  him. 
Such  daring  Outrage,  Herefy  fo  flagrant,  [World 

Should,  as  a  midnight  Fire,  wake  the  whole  Chriftian 
To  quench  the  Flame.  No,  never  can  we  bear 
The  Glories  of  our  Papal  Pow’r  fhould  ftoop 
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To  the  inferior  Sway  of  temp’ral  Princes. 

France  bears  but  ill  this  fierce  Rebuke  of  Fortune  ; 
Therefore,  in  him  to  rouze  the  wonted  Zeal, 

The  fiery  Spirit,  needful  to  our  Caufe, 

Muft  be  our  Work  of  inftant  Policy. 

He  comes  with  wringing  Difcontent,  Reproach, 

Vexation  on  his  Brow - it  will  be  fo! 

PalTions,  like  fudden  Floods,  muft  run  their  Courfe, 

’Till  of  themlelves  they  ebb,  and  ftraight  are  fordable. 

Enter  King  Philip  and  Dauphin. 

K  P£i/*y>.Now,rafliLegate,what have thyCounfels done  ? 
Are  thefe  thy  promis’d  Blefiings  from  above  ? 

Now  fee  the  juft  Reward  of  broken  Peace, 

Of  Faith  betray’d !  Is  not  the  Hand  of  Heav’n 
Againftus?  Arthur  taken,  Angiers  loft ! 

Our  Arms  difgrace  the  Talk  of  vulgar  Tongues ! 

While  John ,  victorious  from  our  bleeding  Fields, 

With  Spoils  of  France  in  Triumph  fails  to  England. 
Vaupb.  O  mournful  Blanch !  how  wilt  thou  now 
receive  me  ?  [Exit  Dauphin. 

Band. Thus  Heav*n,by  Suff ’rings, forms  the  greatVirtue  > 
Affliction  bends  the  Soul  to  Piety. 

The  Heart  of  Man,  made  proud  by  Pow’r,  is  apt 
To  fwell  with  Self-Opinion,  to  prefume. 

As  Fortune  and  Succefs  were  held  his  Vafifals. 

Yet  think  not  Heav’n  forfakes,  but  by  this  Stroke 
Incites  thee  rather  to  purfue  this  Heretick  ; 

As  Chance  of  War  has  made  our  Caufe  more  defp’rate, 
So  are  we  bound,  with  double  Duty,  to  retrieve  it. 

K. Philip. Preach  to  the  Seas !  France  is  not  now  himfelf: 
Recal  the  yefter  Sun  !  make  me  what  then 

I  was,  with  Patience  then - but  not  ’till  then 

With  Patience  can  I  hear  thee  j  ha  !  fee  there ! 

Behold  a  Sorrow  that  exceeds  our  own. 

Enter  Conftance  led  by  her  Woman. 

Reproach  like  this,  what  mortal  Breaft  can  bear’ 

Battles  hard  fought  the  braveft  Sword  may  lofe. 

But  by  our  broken  Faith  we  chufe  our  Shame  1 
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O  fair  Diftrefs  !  well  are  thy  Wrongs  reveng’d! 

Conjl,  What  is  thy  Lofs  to  my  Calamity? 

Thy.  Wounds  bleed  only  from  the  Pride  of  Pow’r 
Defeated  *,  mine  a  tender  Mother  feels: 

Ambition  never  knew  the  Throes  of  Nature. 

K .Philip.  If  Shame,  Difgrace,  and  Ruin  on  thy  Head, 
That  wrought  thy  Sorrows,  can  afiuage  them, 

Eafe  then  thy  wounded  Pleart  on  my  JDifafters. 

Conjl.  Has  then  Affliction  taught  thee  this  Compaffion  ? 
Conjlance  yet  never  knew  a  Partner  in 
Her  Woe  :  I  came  to  triumph  o’er  thy  Fate ; 

But  my  Reproach,  fupprefs’d  by  thy  Contrition, 

Blends  with  my  own  a  Sigh  to  thy  Misfortunes. 

Pand.  Thefe  focial  Sorrows,  dreaming  to  a  Point, 
But  fwell  the  Flood,  and  make  our  Purpofes 

Impracticable - [Apart.]  Lady,  be  advis’d  ; 

Let  not  your  ill-tim’d  Grief  diffolve  the  King 

In  this  unprofitable  Softnefs 

Could  you  urge  ought  to  animate  our  Caufe, 

That  to  his  martial  Spirit  might  recal  him. 

Then  better  might  his  Sword  than  Sighs  relieve  you. 

K .Philip.  O  never  will  that  Day  return !  Advice 
Is  irkfome  now  as  is  a  twice  told  Tale, 

Vexing  the  fick  Man’s  Ear  that  fain  would  (lumber. 

Conjl.  If  Kings  on  Earth  are  Subditutes  of  Heav’n, 
Why  wouldft  thou  warn  him  from  its  Attributes? 

O  if  thy  Heart  be  human,  thou  mud  know 
That  Pity,  though  it  fwells  our  Grief,  relieves  it. 
Pand.  And  yet  ’twere  kinder  to  redrefs  than  to  augment  it. 
Conjl.  I  prithee  let  me  grieve!  is  that  deny’d  me  ?  No, 
I  will  not  be  debar’d  the  Right  of  Lamentation  : 

O  that  my  Wailings  had  the  Thunder’s  Voice, 

That  I  might  rive  the  very  inmoft  Earth, 

’Till  from  its  hollow  Womb  grim  Death  might  rife 
To  give  my  Miferies  their  only  Cure. 

Pand.  This  more  is  Madnefs  than  the  Voice  of  Sorrow. 
Conjl.  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belye  me  fo  ; 

I  am  not  mad,  I  know  my  Wretchednefs ; 

This  Bread  I  beat,  thefe  Hairs  I  rend  are  mine  *, 

My  Name  is  Conjlance ,  Arthur  is  my  Son, 
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The  rightful,  the  imprifon’d  Heir  of  England. 

Think  me  not  mad,  or  thou  wilt  make  me  fo. 

K,  Philip.  Didurb  not,  give  her  Griefs  the  way. 

Conjl.  - - - - - O  would 

To  Heav'n  I  were,  that  Madnefs  might  relieve,  me. 
Preach  fome  Philofophy  to  make  me  mad, 

And  I  will  call  thee  charitable  Father : 

For  while  thou  feed  me  fenfible,  thou  feed 
Me  wretched  as  the  Senfe  of  Woe  can  make  me. 

Pand.  O  fair  Affliction !  be  thy  Soul  at  Peace  j 
I  meant  not  to  awake  but  hufh  thy  Sorrows  j 
Yet  think  that  Refignation  is  a  Duty  ; 

For  righteous  ever  is  the  Will  of  Heav’n. 

Conjl.  O  ’tis  too  true,  too  rafhly  has,  I  fear, 

My  murm’ring  Heart  complain’d — ’tis  I,  ’tis  I, 
Conftance  has  drawn  thefe  dire  Afflictions  down 
The  Life  of  Arthur  was  too  young  t’  offend  ; 

Therefore  to  double  Wailings  am  I  doom’d. 

That  on  my  poor  Child’s  Head  my  Sins  are  fallen  ! 

Pand.  Defpair  not.  Lady,  let  your  Patience  fhew, 
Amidd  its  Wrath,  your  Trud  is  dill  in  Heav’n. 

Conjl.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  Son. 

~K.  Philip.  Be  not  more  fond  of  Grief  than  of  your  Son. 
Conjl.  I  have  no  Son,  Grief  now  fupplies  his  room. 
Fills  up  his  vacant  Garments  with  his  Form, 

Lies  in  his  Bed,  walks  Hand  in  Hand  along. 

Puts  on  his  pretty  Looks,  repeats  his  Words, 

Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  Parts ; 

Mud  the  dear  Memory  of  thefe  be  lod  ? 

And  what,  but  Grief,  can  print  them  in  my  Mind  ? 

Enter  Melun,  who  prefents  a  Packet  to  King  Philip. 

K.  Philip.  To  us,  Melun ,  from  whence? 

Melun.  - - — - Exprefs  from  England. 

Thefe  to  the  Lord  Cardinal  are  addrefs’d 

And  the  fame  Pod  brought  others  to  the  Dauphin. 

K.  Philip.  What  hear  we  of  the  Enemy? 

Melun.  - - - King  John 

This  Night,  we  are  inform’d,  fets  out  for  Calais  ; 

Prince  Arthur ,  Madam,  to  fome  frontier  Cadle  is 

Confin'd, 
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Confin’d,  where  Hubert  has  the  Charge  of  him. 

Conjl.  Tho’  Death  in  all  its  Terrors  were  his  Guard* 
Datintlefs  Defpair  from  Fort  to  Fort  (hall  feck  him  2 
So  when  her  Fawn  the  Hunters  Toils  have  fnar’d, 
The  bounding  Doe  forfakes  the  fafer  Herd  ; 

Wild  o’er  the  Fields  to  his  vain  Help  (he  flies* 

And,  prefs’d  by  Fear*  on  pointed  Javelins  dies. 

[ Exit  Conftance, 
Enter  Dauphin  with  Letters. 

Dauph.  Now  to  our  Caule,  Sir,  bring  we  Life  reviv’d! 
Howe’er  proud  John  may  boaft  his  Feats  in  France , 
Fortune,  in  England ,  will  with  Frowns  receive  him: 
His  murmuring  Barons,  ripe  for  a  Revolt, 

Recounting  here  at  large  their  Grievances* 

Invite  our  Arms  to  give  their  Caufe  Afliftance. 

K.  Philip,  To  the  lame  Purport  our  Advices  (peak; 
Here,  from  the  Lords  of  Pembroke ,  Arundel^ 

Warren ,  and  Salisbury ,  with  farther  Powers 
Aflociate,  and  by  fecret  Oaths  allur’d. 

Receive  we,  by  their  own  Hands  attefled* 

Offers  of  fair  Advantage  to  our  Crown. 

Pand.  Here  the  fame  Nobles  have  our  holy  Pow’f 
Implor’d,  to  aid  and  fan&ify  their  Arms. 

Now  mark  !  how  fecret  are  the  Ways  of  Heaven  ! 

That,  from  this  Battle  loft,  has  only  mov’d 

The  War  to  furer  Ground,  from  France  to  England  ! 

O  !  never  let  Dejection  droop  the  Head! 

While  thus  the  Arm  of  Providence  fupports  thee! 
That,  when  thy  Hopes  were  finking,  raifes  them 
T o  Conqueft,  Vengeance,  and  extended  Empire  !  [us  ? 
K.P/A/.  To  England's  Empire,  what  vain  Hope  can  raife 
Pand.  Not  Hope,  but  Right,  (hall  to  thy  lineal  Blood 
Confirm  thy  Claim  !  O  !  Royal  Philipp  hear  me  ! 

For  now  prophetick  Spirit  bids  me  fpeak  ! 

Here,  here  before  thee,  Hands  the  Heir  of  England.! 
Dauph.  What  means  your  Eminence?  explain  this 
Wonder. 

K.  Phil.  Were  John  deftroy’d,  yet  Royal  Arthur  lives  j 
And  while  he  lives,  what  Claim  Heps  in  before  him  ? 
Pand.  Think  you  the  Date  of  Arthur's  Days  a  Bat  ? 
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Is  not  his  Life  in  John  of  England's  Pow’r? 

O  !  never  will  he  count  his  Crown  fecure, 

Ne’er  will  his  Fears  know  Reft,  or  Heart  have  Eafe, 
Till  Life  lies  cold  within  the  Veins  of  Arthur  / 

K.  Philip.  Alas!  unhappy  Prince!  I  fear  his  Fate! 
Pand.  Grant  me  then  Arthur  loll,  (as  fure  you  muft, 
LJnlefs,  againft  his  Nature,  John  turn  Saint) 

Then,  in  the  Right  of  Blanch  the  Dauphinefs, 

(John  Handing  out-law’d  by  his  Crimes  to  Rome) 

Your  Blood  comes  lineal  to  the  Crown  of  England  ! 

K.  Phil.  Yet  fay  that  John  intends  not  Arthur's  Death  ? 
Pand.  Is  he  not  dead  already  were  the  Queftion  ! 
Dauph.  Why  in  fo  clofe  a  Prifon  Ihould  he  guard 
Pand .  Unlefs  to  end  him  were  a  Cruelty  [him? 

Unprofitable - or  fay  he  dies  not  now  : 

Yet  when  the  warlike  Dauphin’s  Trumpet  fills 
The  Englijh  Air,  that  Inftant  Sound  deftroys  him  ! 
(For  John  dreams  not  of  yours,  but  Arthur's  Claim) 
Thence  falls  the  ftroog  Imprefiion  on  his  Fears  ! 

And  if  he  kills  him,  what  can  fave  himfelf? 

How  fhall  our  holy  Vengeance  thenpurfue  him  ! 
Tempting,  like  Hounds,  his  Commons  from  Allegiance, 
To  fnarl  and  fcramble  for  the  Bones  of  Majefty  ! 
Dauph.  A  People  fo  mifus’d  deferve  a  Leader. 

Pand.  Methinks  I  fee  this  Hurly  all  on  Foot  ! 
Revolt  and  Rage  in  every  Face  ! 

Whole  Prejudice  and  Zeal  fo  fierce  fhall  flame, 

That  not  a  common  Vapour  in  the  Air, 

Or  diftant  Thunder  in  the  Clouds,  fhall  roll, 

But  fhall  as  Prodigies,  and  dire  Portent,  be  deem’d 
Of  deftin’d  Vengeance  on  his  impious  Head  !  [dains  it ! 

K.Philip.  I  fee,  I  fee  it  now  !  The  Will  of  Heav’n  or- 
And  warlike  Preparations  fhall  obey  : 

Melun ,  lofe  not  an  Hour  !  colled:  your  Troops, 
Recruit  the  broken  ;  be  their  Numbers  doubled! 

Our  Edids  o’er  the  Land  once  more  lhall  drain 
The  Purfe  of  Nobles,  and  the  Peafantry : 

And  O !  Lord  Cardinal  -  ■— 

Pand.  - -  We  know  thy  Wants! 

Nor  lhall  the  exempted  Clergy  here  be  free  : 
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The  fov’reign  Pontiff,  in  a  Caufe  fo  righteous, 

Shall  fuffer  thee  to  draw  from  facred  Coffers, 

Though,  by  this  Aid,  their  Charities  were  ftinted  ! 
No,  not  a  Mendicant,  in  all  thy  Realms, 

But  fhall  his  Mite  contribute  to  the  Caufe!  [Glory! 

K.  Philip.  Go  then,  our  eldeft  Hope !  be  thine  the 
Wafc  thee  with  earliell  Winds  to  head'this  War  j 
Drive  from  fair  Albion'%  Ifle  this  Infidel  ! 

Affert  thy  Right,  and  mount  his  forfeit  Throne  ! 

To  thy  fage  Counfcls,  Father,  we  commend  him. 
Pand.  Not  my  own  Life  more  precious  in  my  Care. 
Dauph.  Nor  Life  more  pleafing  than  this  glorious 
Charge  !  [lor  ever. 

K.  Philip.  Farewel,  my  Boy!  if  thou  fpeed’llwell — 
Never  was  Breaft  in  Parting  fo  divided  ! 

If  thou  in  England  reign’ll,  thy  Right  in  France , 
While  we  furvive,  admits  not  thy  Return, 

Thus  while  thy  Welfare  we  of  Heav’n  implore, 

Our  highefl  Hope — is  never  to  behold  thee  more. 

[. Exeunt  [ever ally. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Chamber  in  the  Cajlle  of  Roan. 

Enter  King  John  with  Hubert. 

K.  John.  This  ftri£t  Obfervance  of  my  Orders, 
Commends  thee  to  a  better  Charge  :  Men  of  [ Hubert , 
Such  Vigilance  are  fcarce,  and  fhould  be  cherifii’d. 

Hub.  The  Trouble  you  have  taken  to  convince  your 
Coming  in  Perfon  to  obferve  my  Carej  [Eyes, 

As  it  has  made  me. proud  to  have  been  prov’d  ; 

So  fhews  it,  Sir,  how  near  this  Boy  concerns  you! 

And  therefore  fhall  it  mend  my  Vigilance.  [hitherl 
K.  John.  Think  not  a  Doubt  of  thee  has  brought  me 
I  came,  my  Hubert ,  to  aflilt  thy  Care ! 

T*  inform  —  inftrud  thee  —  to  explain  my  Orders ! 
Nay  to  conceal  them,  from  the  W  orld  belide  j 
For  not  within  my  Realms  know  I  a  Soul, 

Whofe  friendly  Bofom  I  would  fooner  make 
The  Casket  of  my  fecret  Deeds,  than  Hubert.  _ 

Hub.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  have  many  more  as  faithful! 
Yet  this  I  know  !  had  I  a  Secret  here, 
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Unfit  for  other  Knowledge  than  your  own; 

If  Force  or  Torture  wouldinfift  to  know  it,  thrs 
Within  my  Heart  fhould  hide  it  from  the  World. 

[Shews  a  Dagger . 

K .John.  Hubert ,  thy  Hand,  thou  art  thy  Mailer’s 
There’s  fcarce  a  Joy  or  Sorrow  in  my  Soul,  [Mailer! 
But  longs  to  find  its  Fellowfhip  in  thee ! 

I  had  a  Thing  to  fay  —  I  know  thou’rt  fecret : 

Yet  ’tis  of  fuch  a  Nature  —  now  1  dare  not  ! 

The  Sun  is  in  theHeav’ns  !  and  his  gay  Beams, 
Exciting  Mirth  and  Pleafure  through  the  World, 

Are  all  too  wanton  and  too  full  of  Gauds 
To  give  me  Audience  —  No,  Hubert ,  the  Time 
For  Speech' like  mine  —  were  when  the  midnight  Bell, 
With  Sound  of  iron  Tongue,  proclaim’d  the  dead 
And  droufy  Truce  of  worldly  Cares  and  Labour! 
The  Place  ---  fome  dark  Church-yard  or  Charnel-houfe, 
Where  Tombs,  or  Bones,  and  Sculls,  might  only  catch 
My  Words!  There  could  1  meet  thee,  fwoll’n  with 
When  that  thy  furly  Spirit  Melancholy  [Wrongs, 
Had  bak’d  thy  Blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  llagnate! 
Which  elfe  runs  trickling  up  and  down  the  Veins, 
Making  that  Idiot  Laughter  fill  Mens  Eyes, 

Straining  their  Cheeks  to  idle  Merriment, 

A  Palfion  hateful  to  my  Purpofes. 

Hub.  Have  you  a  Purpofe,  Sir,  more  fell  than  Death  ? 
To  give,  or  to  receive  it,  frights  not  Hubert ; 

Why  then  this  Paufe,  this  Diffidence  of  Soul  ?  ,[me  ; 

Y^Sjchn.  O!  Hubert  \  could’llthou  without  Eyes  behold 
Hear  without  Ears,  or  make  without  a  Tongue 
Reply,  ufing  Conceit  alone,  to  found  my  Wifhes  ; 
Then,  in  the  Face  of  this  broad  beaming  Day, 
Would  I  into  thy  Bofom  pour  my  Thoughts, 

With  the  fame  Confidence  my  Brain  conceives  them  : 
But  to  a  Man  like  thee,  whole  Senfe  compleat 
Might  weigh  againll  his  Deeds  their  Conlequence, 

I  dare  not,  Hubert ,  O,  I  dare  not  hint  them. 

Hub.  Then,  Sir,  to  eafe  your  Heart,  I  will  be  plain; 
I  gupfs  the  Secret  that  diflrefies  you. : 

Fear  not  to  trull  me,  Sir,  I’ll  do  the  Deed, 
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K.  John.  Thou  flatter’ft  me  — 

Hub. - — .  I’ll  ferve  you,  Sir,  but  yet - - 

K.  John.  What  yet  ?  haft  thou  a  Doubt  of  me  ? 
Hub.  ■  I’ve  none. 

Howe’er,  becaufe  ’tis  poflible  I  may 
Miftake  your  full  Intentions,  you  too  muft 
Be  plain,  and  truft  me  with  each  Circumftance  : 

And,  Sir,  to  fhew  you  how  fecure  you  are, 

There’s  my  Dagger  •,  if,  when  you  name  the  Deed, 
You  find  me  change,  or  fhew  Confufion  in 
My  Looks,  or  ftart  in  my  Reply  a  Doubt, 

Or  Scruple,  to  alarm  your  Jealoufy, 

Then,  from  my  craven  Heart,  rip  out  your  Truft! 
When  you  have  kill’d  me,  you  refume  the  Secret. 

K.  John.  Do  I  not  know  thee  faithful  ?  - *  Keep 

It  may  be  ulefuL -  [thy  Dagger, 

Hub.  — — — —  Where? 
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Muft  I  then  fpeak  it  ? 


Hub.  Or  how  fhall  I  be  fure  that  I  obey  you  ?  [ter— 
Y^.John.  And  yet,  methinks,  in  Darknefs  I  could  bet- 
This  Light  offends  —  Shut  forth  the  Sun  and  hear  me  ! 

[Hubert  darkens  the  Windows. 
K.  John.  So,  —  fo,  --  this  Gloom  befits  our  Purpofe  — 
Hub.  -  Now,  Sir, 

K .John.  O  !  Hubert!  Hubert !  Arthur  --is  alive! 
Hub.  T here  lies  your  Grief,  and  you  would  have  him  — 

K  .John. - Dead! 

He  is  a  very  Serpent  in  my  Way  ! 

A  Pain  to  fee,  and  Danger  to  my  Steps ! 

If  thou’rt  my  Friend, - remove  him. 

Hub.  ■ -  When  ? 

K .John.  This  Night. - 

Hub.  -  By  Death. - 


K.  John. 
Hub.  — 


A  Grave.  — — 

He  fhall  not  live. 


[J°y» 

Yi.John.  Enough,  my  Fears  arehufh’d!  and  now  with 
I  can  efnbracc  thee.  O,  think!  think,  my  Friend  ! 

Howe’er  I’ve  worn  my  Crown - Thy  Hand  alone 

Can  make  it  eafy  on  my  Brow— —This  Ni  ht 

To  England  fee  we  forward - When  ’ds  done, 
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Bring  thou  the  News— -There  full  Reward  fhtll  wait 
thee.  \JLxit  King] ohn. 

Hub.  Now  to  my  Office,  let  me  think  upon’t, 

As  to  the  Time  —  the  Place ---  the  Means  —  why  not 
This  very  Hour  ?  There,  where  he  is  —  by  this ! 

\_D rawing  his  Dagger. 

Yet  hold - to  fee  the  Dagger  ere  he  feels 

The  Blow;  his  Screams  may  give  Alarm  without; 
That  --  that  we  mull  avoid  --  unfeen  prevents  it. 
Perhaps  he  deeps  —  then,  without  Noife,  we  end  him. 

Steal  on  him  foftly,  and  obferve- - -  he  prays! 

The  fitter  for  his  Fate - a  fecond  Thought 

Determines  to  my  Wiffi  - —  fuppofe,  when  dead. 
Some  Proof  were  left  that  he  deftroy’d  himfelf  ; 

The  Means,  kept  fccret,  will  be  half  the  Merit : 

That  crowns  the  Work ;  by  this  his  Beads  are  counted-* 
Lift  —  no  —  he’s  praying  ftill  —  ha  — -  what  is’t  I 
hear ! 

Diftraftion  to  my  Senfe  !  — —  he  prays  for  me! 

For  Hubert !  who  has  made  his  Chains  fit  eafy. 

And  thanks  high  Hcav’n  he  has  fo  kind.a  Keeper. 
What  means  this  damp  Relu&ance  on  my  Brow  ? 
Thefe  trembling  Nerves,  this  Ague  in  my  Blood? 

Is  Death  more  cruel  from  a  private  Dagger,  [fands? 
Than,  in  the  Field,  from  murd’ring  Swords  of  thou- 
Qr  does  the  Number  (lain  make  Slaughter  glorious  ? 
Why  then  is  Confcience  more  reftrain’d  in  me,  [fleep 
Than  in  a  crown’d  Ambition  ?  Confcience  there  can 
Secure  by  Cuftom  and  Impunity  : 

Shall  Cultom,  then,  cxcufe  the  Crimes  of  Pow’r, 

And  fhall  the  Brave  be  baffled  by  a  Shadow  ? 

Let  fickly  Confcience  fhake  the  vulgar  Soul, 

That  Brute-like  plods  the  beaten  Paths  of  Life, 

Without  Reflexion  on  its  Slavery - no, 

Be  Hubert's  Adions,  like  his  Thinking,  free. 

Enter  Arthur. 

He’s  here:  Young  Prince,  I  have  to  talk  with  thee. 

Arth.  O !  Hubert ,  Pm  glad  thou  art  return’d  ; 
Thou  told’ft  me  thou  would’ft  move  my  Uncle  for 
My  Liberty,  and  haft  thou  feen  him?  ha  ! 
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What  means  that  thoughtful  Brow  ?  thofc  folded  Arms  ? 
And  why  this  Noon*tide  Gloom  ?  this  doleful  Shade  ? 
Art  thou  not  well  ?  I  prithee  tell  me,  Hubert ; 

Or  has  my  Uncle’s  Anfwer  made  thee  fad  ? 

For  me  bad  News  is  better  than  Sufpenfe. 

Hub.  Be  fatisfy’d  • - -  for  thou  mull  die  a  Prifoncr. 

Arth.  A  Prifoner !  TediousLife!  O,  cruel  Uncle ! 

Is  there  no  Hope,  dear  Hubert?  mult  I  pine 
Away  my  Days  within  thefe  lonefome  Walls  ? 

For  Life  a  Prifoner,  faid’ll  thou? - 

Hub.  - -  Only  Death 

Can  end  thy  Miferies  - 

Arth.  - - - -  Then  Death  were  welcome  ! 

Hub.  I  take  thee  at  thy  Word.  This  Dagger  fhall 
Releafe  thee.  - 

Arth.  - Ha  !  Why  dolt  thou  fright  me,  Hubert  ? 

Hub.  Thy  Fate  is  in  my  Hand  *,  raile  not  thy  Voice 
On  Pain  of  lingring  Wounds.  Now,  then  obferve  me  : 
Thofe  golden  Tablets  I  have  feen  thee  ufe. 

Without  Delay  produce  them,  quick - 

Arth .  -  Here  !  here  ! 

O  !  Hubert ,  I  have  a  Diamond  on  my  Finger  too. 
Take  that  :  Within  I’ve  other  Gems  of  Value* 

My  little  Pray’r-book  is  with  precious  Stones 
Befet,  and  clafp’d  with  Gold  ;  I’ll  yield  thee  all. 

Nay,  more,  my  wretched  Mother  (give  me  Time 
To  write) I  know  will  Itarve  her  State  to  fave  me! 
Let  me  but  live,  though  here  in  Mifery* 

And,  Hubert ,  I  will  find  the  Means  to  make 
Thy  Life  one  live'-long  Age  of  Happinefs. 

Hub.  Think’ll  thou  I  came  to  rob  thee  of  thy  Toys? 
Arth.  It  is  not  Robbery:  Why  fo  harlh  a  Name? 
It  is  thy  Right,  good  Hubert  \  am  I  not 
Thy  Captive,  fairly  taken  in  the  Field  ? 

Therefore  whate’er  was  mine,  by  the  known  Laws 
Of  War,  is  duly  thine  by  glorious  Claim, 

Thy  Right  and  Purchafe  of  fuperior  Valour. 

Hub.  I  let  him  talk  too  much  :  I  multbcfpeedy — 

[Apart. 

Down  foolilh  Qualm  *  here,  write  as  I  fhall  didtate. 

D  4  Arth, 
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Jrth.  Molt  willingly.  O!  any  Thing  t’appeafe  thee. 
Hub.  For  fecret  Reafons  we  mail  make  thy  Death 

Seem  to  the  World  thy  voluntary  Choice - 

Nay  no  Reluctance,  do  it.  — - * 

Arth.  -  -  - - -  Cruel  Hubert  ! 

Mull  I  do  more  than  die  ?  O  !  Mercy  !  Mercy  ! 

Hub .  Supprefs  thy  Voice,  or  thou  arc  Days  in  dying. 
Arth.  I  will  i  O,  fpare  me,  Hubert ,  but  a  Moment  ! 
But  while  I  call  once  more  on  Heav’n !  indeed. 

I’ll  not  be  loud  !  alas !  I  need  not,  there 
The  fofcelt  fupplicating  Sigh  is  heard  to  Heav’n. 

Hub.  Firll,  as  I  bid  thee,  write  j  then  Ihalt  thou 
Arth.  What  would  thy  Rage  enjoin  me  ?  [pray. 

„  Hub: - Write  me  thus  : 

<s  From  an  injurious  World  and  doleful  Prifon, 

“  By  my  own  Hand  this  Dagger  fet  me  free.” 

W  rite. 

Arth.  - O  !  Hubert ,  kill  not  my  Soul,  nor  let 

Me  fend,  in  Death,  a  Falfhood  up  to  Heav’n  !  [thee. 
Hub.  Write,  or  thou  dy’lt  before  a  Pray’r  can  ’fcape 
Arth.  Should  I  write  this,  what  Pray’r  could  walh 
The  Sin?  No,  Hubert ,  no,  if  I  mull  die,  [away 

I  dare  not  taint  my  Innocence  j  and  fince 
*Thy  Heart  has  none  —  may  Heav’n  have  Mercy  on  me ! 

[Drops  the  Tablets. 
Hub.  Wilt  thou  provoke  my  Rage  ? 

Arth,  - — —  How  can  I  help  it! 

If  I  refute  to  write,  I  can  at  worll  but  die. 

And  ihould  I  write  next  Moment  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Was  it  for  this  1  lent  my  Pray’rs  for  Hubert  ! 

Hub . - Ha! 

Arth.  This  very  Hour  I  pray’d.  O  !  if  an  Angel 
Should  have  dropp’d  from  Heav’n  t’  have  told  me  this, 
So  well  I  thought  of  Hubert ,  O  !  I  could  not, 

Could  not  have  believ’d  him  !  —  [Hubert,  after  fame 
Pauje  of  ConfuftoHy  throws  dozen  the  Dagger. 

Huh.  I  cannot  bear  this  Innocence !  — - 

Arth.  '  O  Heaven  ! 

My  Prayer  is  heard,  Hubert  is  what  he  was. 

In  his  relenting  Eyes  his  Virtue  lives, 

And,  like  my  Guardian  Angel,  wakes  me  from  This 
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This  Dream  of  Death. - — • 

Hub.  - - Short-lighted  Wretch 

To  think  fuch  Cruelty  was  pra&icable  !  [To  himfelf. 
O  !  raife  thee  from  the  Earth,  poor  injured  Prince! 
Thy  Youth,  thy  Innocence,  thy  blooming  Virtue, 
Have  conquer’d  and  redeem’d  my  Soul  from  Ruin! 

Arth.  Now  thou  halt  taught  my  Eyes  to  weep  for  thee 
O  Hubert !  wilt  thou  fpare  me  ?  lhall  I  live  ? 

Hub.  Not  all  thy  Uncle’s  Treafure,  nor  his  Honours 
Shall  tempt  me  to  thy  Harm  !  O  Sleep  fecure ! 

Hence  to  fome  Fort  in  England  will  I  bear  thee: 
There  (ball  a  fhort  Concealment  be  thy  Guard, 

Till  Fate  and  kinder  Sealons  may  relieve  thee. 

Arth.  O  might  I  once  behold  the  Fields  of  England, 
Tho’from  a  Prifon-Tower,  the  Profpedt  would  delight 
me. 

Hub.  This  Night  lhall  fpeed  us  in  our  Voyage — Ha ! 
What  knocking  ! 

Arth.  - - -  How  I  tremble ! 

Hub. - Be  compos’d. 

Some  Officer  with  notice  from  the  Guard, 

How  now  !  the  News  ? 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Off.  - - - The  Lady  Conjlance ,  Sir, 

Is  taken  — 

Artb.  ————Ha  !  My  Mother  ! 

Hub.  - -  Where?  from  whence? 

Off.  Hearing  her  Son  was  Pris’ner  in  thisCaftle, 
Her  Griefs  have  ventur’d,  with  a  fmall  Retinue, 

To  risk  the  Mercy  of  an  Enemy, 

In  hope  to  have  a  Sight  of  him :  She  waits 
Without,  and  begs  in  Tears  to  have  an  Audience. 
Hub.  Conduit  her  to  the  Council  Room  —  we  attend 
her.  ( Exit  Officer. 

Come,  Prince }  to  diffipate  thy  Terrors  paft, 

We’ll  venture  to  admit  this  Interview. 

Short  mull  it  be 

Arth.  - It  lhall,  indeed,  dear  Hubert. 

I’ll  not  mifufe  thy  Goodnefs. 


Hub. 
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Hub.  - - - O  my  Shame  ! 

How  will  thy  Terrors  ever  be  aton’d  ! 

Arth  Defpair  not,  Hubert !  let  thy  Comfort  be. 
Howe’er  thy  Soul  has  wander’d  into  Error, 

No  Virtue  claims  more  Praife  than  Penitence  j 

Has  not  the  holy  Parable  declar’d 

That  one  poor  Soul  recover’d,  from  aftray. 

Does  more  triumphant  Joy  to  Heav’n  convey, 

Than  flows  from  ninety-nine,  that  never  loft  theirW ay. 


A  C  T  IV.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Dauphin  s  Camp,  near  St.  Edmondsbury. 

Enter  in  Arms,  Salisbury,  Pembroke,  Warren,  Arun¬ 
del  'with  other  Lords ,  &c.  attended. 

Salisbury. 

r  Ip  HUS  far  our  Meafures  for  Redrefs  have 
profper’d  : 

Ff  'ance  by  her  Aid  of  Arms  approves  our  Caufej 
The  King,  too  weak  to  face  us,  is  retir’d  j 
His  People,  by  the  Bulls  of  Rome ,  abfolv’d 
From  their  Allegiance,  throng  to  our  Support : 

Never  had  Englijh  Freedom  Hope  more  fanguine  ! 

Let  but  this  Crifis  hold  our  Union  firm  ; 

Now  fhall  our  Charter  feal’d,  to  Ages  hence 
Record  our  ample  Rights  and  Liberties.  [Concern 
Pembi  Thofe  Rights  obtain’d,  my  Lords,  our  next 
Is  to  difmifs  in  Peace  the  Arms  of  France : 

For  if  Intelligence  deceives  me  not, 

Pandulph ,  fince  the  Report  of  Arthur's  Death, 

Has  publickly  avow’d,  that  as  King  John 
By  Excommunication  Hands  abjur’d, 

His  Crown  is  to  the  Dauphin's  Head  confign’d  ! 

That  I  muft  own  my  Englijh  Heart  —  dilgufts! 

Salif.  If  Rome ,  my  Lord,  has  promis’d  more  to  France , 
Than  Englijh  Subjc&s  are  content  to  yield, 

Let, 
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Let,  as  fhe  may,  proud  Rome  acquit  herfelf. 

No!  fhou’dthis  Dauphin  to  her  Crown  fucceed. 

Our  precious  Iile  becomes  to  France  a  Province!  . 
That  Thought  —  O  !  it  embitters  all  we’ve  done ! 

Let  us,  for  fliame,  not  lay  ourfelves  the  Plan 
Of  abjedt  Slavery  to  foreign  Power: 

Shall  petty  Vice-Roys  lord  it  o’er  our  Nobles? 

Shall  Iight-hecl’d  Frenchmen  dance  upon  our  Greens,, 
While  we  at  Didance  figh  beneath  our  Chains, 

Nor  join  the  Carrols  of  their  apifh  Triumph  ! 

Pern.  No  Englijh  Soul  but  fpurn&againft  the  Thought  ; 
Yet  dill,  my  Lords,  a  Medium  mull  be  kept : 

This  Dauphin ,  while  our  Friend,  we  mull  qarefs. 
Holding  his  Aid  of  Arms  in  Amity  j 
Though  firmly  fixt,  that  neither  Rome  nor  Paris 
Shall  ever  give  to  England  Kings  or  Laws. 

Salif  W  ith  gentle  Love  then,  and  with  due  Regard, 
Let  us  attend  his  Highnefs  at  his  Rifing  ; 

Receive,  as  Soldiers,  with  our  Smiles  his  Orders  \ 

As  Chief  obey  him  •,  never  as  our  King ! 

Arun.  But  fee,  my  Lords,  the  Dauphin  is  at  hand, 
And  with  a  chearful  Eye  approaches  us. 

Enter  Dauphin  attended. 

Salif.  Good  Health  and  happy  Morning  toyourHigh- 
Pemb.  Your  early  Stirring  has  prevented  us.  [nefs. 
Dau.  My  Lords  of  England ,  we  are  bound  to  you. 
Our  Scouts  this  Morning  brought  us  early  W ord. 
That  ere  the  Setting  of  the  Yeder  Sun, 

Kingjoz-w,  but  from  whatCaufe  alarm’d,  they  fay  not, 
Struck  all  his  Tents  for  fudden  fccret  March  : 
Northward  he  dill  fets  on,  and  flies  before  usj 
Yet  we  at  lad  {hall  force  him  to  a  Stand, 

Though  to  the  hindmod  Orcades  we  hunt  him. 

Have  we  no  farther  News? 

Salif  - -  My  Letters,  Sir, 

Inform  us,  that  on  Tuefday  lad,  from  Roany 
Hubert ,  who  had  in  charge  imprifon’d  Arthur , 

Was  feen  to  land  at  Dover ,  all  in  hade  \ 

Where  hearing  that  the  King  was  to  the  North 

Retir’d, 
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Retir’d,  ’twas  thought  he  ported  on  the  Spur, 

To  follow  him  :  His  leaving  Roan  fo  foon, 

And  parting  in  fuch  hurry  from  his  Port, 

Gives  foul  Sufpicion  that  the  fecret  Charge 

Of  Hubert ,  in  the  Death  of  Arthur - ended. 

Dauph.  If  this  be  true,  it  cannot  long  be  fecret ; 
But,  till  his  Death  from  Evidence  is  certain, 

We  muft  fufpend  the  Varying  of  our  Meafures. 

Pem.  i  f  his  Ambition  dares  out-ftep  ourT  reaty,  i 
Thofe  Meafures  muft  have  ourConfcnt  to  vary,  j  6 
Dauph.  Prepare  we  then  to  prefs  him  by  Purfuit  : 
Is  this  the  mighty  John,  who  in  the  Field 
Of  Mirabel  mow’d  down  our  Troops  like  Grain, 

And  brought  his  Harveft  home  of  Spoils  to  England? 
Now  like  the  Vermin  Fox,  from  Earth  to  Earth 
He  flies,  nor  finds  a  Citadel  for  Safety  ! 

But  why  this  Wonder  at  his  Flight?  fince now 
Thofe  valiant  Barons  that  obey’d  oppofe  him? 

How  feem  the  People  in  thofe  Parts  affe&ed  ? 

Salif.  The  graver  Sort,  that  bear  with  Grief  the  War, 
Religioufly  accule  the  impious  King, 

Terming  his  Treatment  of  the  holy  Chair 
A  Madnefs!  Other  Tongues,  of  Speech  more  free. 
Infill  that  Rome's  more  cruel  than  the  King, 

Who,  tho’  his  Rafhnefs  urg’d  Offence  too  far. 

Yet  has  his  Punifhment  outweigh’d  the  Error. 

But  fee  !  the  Cardinal  approaches,  Sir, 

To  lead  the  People  in  his  holy  Charge; 

He  better  may  inform  you  of  their  Temper. 


Enter  Pandulph. 

Pand.  ’Tis  well !  *tis  well !  ye  pious  Sons  of  War  l 
This  dread  Array  becomes  our  holy  Caufe! 

O !  may  the  matchlefs  glory  of  your  Arms, 

With  the  dire  Vengeance  on  this  Nation  pour’d. 

Go  hand  in  hand,  to  future  Ages  down, 

At  once  the  Praife  and  Terror  of  the  World  !  [rious! 
Dauph.  Never  had  Chriftian  Swords  a  Caufe  more  glo- 
Salif.  As  for  the  Glory,  France  and  Rome  may  fiiare  it, 
Ourhoneft  Swords  compound  for  Liberty.  [Apart. 

Dauph. 
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Dauph.  But  fay.  Lord  Cardinal,  how  bears  the  Land 
This  Driving,  from  our  Chriftian  Fold,  their  King  ? 
What  wholfom  Fruit  has  the  Severity 
Produc’d? - . 

Pand. - Never  did  fad  Calamity 

(The  Confequence  of  facred  Pow’r  oppos’d) 

Make,  in  one  Day,  fuch  havock  of  a  People  ! 

No  fooner  was  the  dread  Auathema  denounc’d. 

But,  like  theburftof  Thunder  from  the  Heav’ns, 

It  ftruck  the  {hudd’ring  Nation  with  Difmay  ! 

Even  pale  Devotion,  at  the  Doom,  flood  filent, 
Nordar’dto  lift  her  downcalt  Eye  for  Hope; 

O  !  never  was  a  State  fo  terrible i 

Now  all  the  Rights  of  holy  Function  ceafe! 

Infants  unfprinkled  want  their  Chriftian  Names! 
Lovers,  in  vain  betroth’d,  refume  Defpair, 

Nor  find  a  Sire  to  fan£tify  their  Vows ! 

In  vain  the  dying  Sinner  groans  for  Pardon! 

Ev’n  Penitence  depriv’d  of  Abfolution, 

In  all  the  Agonies  of  Fear  expires ! 

Nor  after  Death  has  at  the  Grave  a  Prayer, 

Or  for  the  parted  Soul  one  Requiem  fiing. 

Dauph.  O  dreadful  State!  how  can  this  moody  King 
Thus  brave  the  Vengeance  of  offended  Heav’n? 

Pand.  Wheree’er  I  pafs  the  Voice  of  Lamentation, 
From  Crowds  of  Wretches  proftrate  at  my  Feet, 
Pierces  my  Ear  for  Pity  of  their  Woes! 

Pity,  indeed,  will  from  my  Eyes  fteal  down; 

But  further  Charity’s  reftrain’d  by  Heav’n! 

Then,  like  dumb  Ghofts,  with  vacant  Eyes  they  (talk, 
As  if,  ev’n  here,  for  foul  Offences  paft, 

Their  Souls  were  in  the  State  of  their  Purgation! 

Salif  This  mouthing  Prieft  would  fwell  the 
Pow’r  of  Rome , 

And  paints  her  Bulls  more  frightful  than  they  are: 

I  know  he  wrongs  the  truth  ;  for  wife  Menfmile  ^ 
At  all  this  Foam  and  Froth  of  holy  Rage,  ' 

That  fights  beneath  the  Shield  of  San&ity, 

But  to  enlarge  their  Bounds  of  Carnal  Power. 

Pern.  Let  him  proceed  —  it  ferves  our  prefent 

Purpofe,  Alarms 
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Alarms  the  Ignorant  to  join  ourCaufe, 
Whom,  ’tis  not  now  our  part  to  undeceive. 


Apart. 


Enter  Mekin. 


Dauph.  Welcome,  Melunt  I  Tent  thee  to  obferve 
The  Enemy;  what  fell  within  thy  Notice? 

Melun.  North-eaftward  from  our  Camp,we  are  allur’d, 
A  frefh  Supply  is  landed,  Sir,  from  France  ; 

Which  from  his  Cattles  there  King  John  has  drawn, 
To  ferve  his  greater  Exigence  at  home ; 

And  his  late  Movement,  from  the  Plains  of  Lincoln , 
Was  but  to  guard  thofe  Forces  thro’  the  Fens.  [PalTage; 

Dauph.  Our  fpeedier  March  then  mull  oppofe  their 
Even,  with  the  Morrow’s  Sun,  this  mighty  Holt 
Shall  fee  our  Helmets  blaze  upon  their  Faces! 

Melun.W uc  what  yet  more  might  warm  us  to  purfue  him, 
Is  now  his  facrilegious  Tyranny  ! 

For  as  I  polled  hither  on  my  Way, 

My  Speed  o’er-fook  a  Troop  of  hoary  Prelates, 

The  Lords  of  London ,  Ely ,  IVorcefler ,  Bath , 

And  Hereford ,  o’ercall  with  venerable  Sadnefs; 
Whom,  for  their  duteous  daring  to  advife 
Obedience  to  the  holy  Chair,  King  John 
Had  from  his  Prefence  fpurn’d  with  Menaces 
Of  Death,  if  henceforth  found  within  his  Kingdom  : 
Which  heavy  dreadful  Sentence  to  avoid, 

Throws  their  DiltrelTes  at  the  Feet  of  France , 

For  charitable  Shelter  and  Protection  ! 

Dauph.  Not  only  that,  but  on  their  Tyrant’s  Head, 
With  Heav’n’s  high  Help,  our  Vengeance  lhallredrefs 
Pand.  Alas !  his  Fury  flops  not  here,  wheree’er  [them. 
His  Pow’r  extends,  th’  inferior  Clergy  feel  it ! 
Profcrib’d  and  outed  from  the  holy  Convents, 

Their  Lands  are  feiz’d  tho’  facred  to  their  Function, 
And  to  th’  unhallow’d  Ufe  of  Troops  alfign’d 
Their  Perfons  wherefoever  found,  mifus’d, 

Pillag’d,  and  feoff ’d  by  martial  Infolence! 

\_An  Attendant  'whifpers  Melun. 
Melun.  The  Rev’rend  Prelates,  Sir,  are  now  arriv’d, 
And  beg. your  Highnefs  will  vouchfafc  their  Audience. 

Dauph. 
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Dauph.  Ourfelf  will  meet  them  on  their  Way :  My 
Of  England ,  hold  we  all  in  Readinefs;  [Lords 

Our  Army  with  the  creeping  Night  fhall  march. 

That  ere  the  Foe  can  from  his  drowfy  Limbs, 

Shake  off  his  Lothnefs  to  the  Call  of  Adion, 

Our  Onfets,  like  a  Torrent,  may  devour  him  : 

So  from  the  lofty  Mountains,  Snows  let  loofe 
Roll  to  the  Vale  with  Inundation  down, 

While  Flocks  and  Herds  in  Seas  of  Patture  drown. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Pandulph. 
Pand.  The  Ardour  of  this  Dauphin  muft  be  watch’d; 
His  headftrong  Youth  may  grow,  upon  Succefs, 
Intradable,  as  England ,  to  the  holy  See  ; 

Therefore  the  fecret  Overtures  of  John, 

To  which  our  Spies  inform  us  he  inclines, 

Muft  we  with  Temper  cherifh  to  Submiflion. 

How  far  this  freth  Supply  of  Arms  may  change  him, 
Stands  yet  in  doubt  —  A  Day  at  leaft  refolves  us: 

But  hark!  from  whence  this  Trumpet  ?  Now, the  News. 

Enter  Officer. 

Off.  An  Envoy  from  YEvagJohn  exprefs  arriv’d, 
Defires  Admittance  to  your  Eminence.  [ceive  him. 
Pand.  This  --  tallies  with  ourScheme  —  Now  to  re- 

If  he  brings  Letters, - eondud  him  to  our 

Secretary. - - 

Off.  Letters  he  has,  my  Lord,  but  fays. 

To  your  own  Hand  he  muft  deliver  them. 

Pand.  So  abfolute!  produce  this,  Infolent  ![_£*■.  Off. 
As  yet  the  Speech  of  our  Difpleafure  muft  be  warm! 

[Falconbridge  approaching  Jlowly,  kneels  to  Pandulph. 
Whence  and  from  whom  thy  Bufinefs  ?from  your  King? 

Fal.  Moft  eminenr,  moft  holy  Lord  rever’d ! 
Imploring  firft  a  Blefting  on  my  Charge, 

This  from  my  contrite  Matter  makes  it  known. 

Let  me  not  rife  unblefs’d.,  [Gives  a  Letter. 

Pand.  - *Couldft  thou  divide 

The  Legate  from  the  Man,  thou  fhouldft  not  kneel 
In  vain  — but  Blefllngs  from  the  Realms  are  banith’d. 
Fal.  May  Piety  and  Penitence  reftore  them.  [ Rifing . 
Pand.  The  humble  Beariog  of  this  Minifter}  .. , 

At  length,  I  fee,  befpeaks  an  humble  Matter.  *'  - 
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Fal.  This  Temper  of  his  Eminence,  this\ 

Of  ftately  Charity  foretels  Succefs !  [Form 
He  read  from  my  Humility  my  Errand, 

And  darted  from  his  Eye  a  confcious  Tri¬ 
umph  ! 

[Pand.  having  read  the  Letter  proceeds. 

Pan.  ’Tis  done  !  once  more  proud  Herefy  \Afide. 
fhall  ftoop ! 

Triumphant  Rome  for  ever  now  {hall  tread 
Upon  rebellious  Crowns,  and  at  her  Will  dif- 
pofe  them  ! 

Butfoft!  conceal  we  with  Contempt  the  Joy! 
SupprefsthePleafure,and  enlarge  theTriumph  \) 

Well  then  thefe  Letters  ftile  thee  Falcvnbridge , 

And  give  thy  Speech  full  Credit  from  thy  Mailer  i 
But  yet,  alas !  the  humble  Penitence 
He  here  profefles,  mull  give  ample  Proof 

Of  his  Sincerity. - 

Fal.  ■  ■  . Can  that  be  doubted  ? 

When  to  the  holy  See  refign’d  he  bends. 

To  wear  an  humble  tributary  Crown  ? 

Pand.  Though  we  are  bound  in  Charity  to  hope 
The  bed,  it  dill  behoves  us  to  be  cautious ; 

Led  worldly  Views  impofe  upon  the  Mercy 

Of  an  indulgent  Mother. - 

Fal.  , -  How  !  impofe  ! 

Pand.  What  means  that  Echo,  Sir  ? - 

Fal.  - -  Shall  I  be  plain  ? 

Pand.  Obferve  thy  Didance  and  thy  Rev’rence  due  5 
Nor,  for  thy  Soul,  let  ought  efcape  thy  Tongue, 

That  unbefits  our  holy  Dignity 
To  hear.  — - - 

Fal.  - -  My  Lord,  I  cannot  cull  my  Phrafes  j 

Nor  came  I  here  to  purge  the  Confcience  of 
Kin g  john,  but  to  folicit  Peace  with  Rome.  [vail? 
Pand.  Cand  thou  fuppofe  this  Treatment  will  pre- 
Fal.  I  think  our  mutual  Int’red  fliould  prevail. 

Pand.  Int’red  ? 

Fal.  - My  Lord^  My  Lord,  that’s  the  plain  Senfe, 

Howe’er  with  fpecious  Terms ’tis  gilded  o’er: 

And 
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And  you,  who  know  that  Princes  are  but  Men* 

Mu  ft  .tnow,  unlefs  where  Paftions  intervene, 

That  Inc’reft  is  the  Spring  that  moves  their  Glory  ! 
Pand.  W  ouldft  thou  give  carnal  Views  to  holy  Pow’r? 
Fal  This  is  no  Time,  my  Lord,  to  filence  Truth  ! 
Our  Mailers  both  havv  been  too  jealous  of 
Their  Rights,  and  to  Extremities  have  urg’d  them  ! 
To  urge  them  farther,  might  to  both  be  fatal! 

For  fay,  your  holy  Vengeance  fhould  prevail, 

That  France  by  Conquelt  l'eize  the  Crown  of  England j 
Would  Inch  united  Empire  give  no  Fears 
To  Rome  of  worle  Encroachments  on  her  Pow’r? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord,  Ambition  is  a  rav’nous  Beaft! 
Feed  not  tW\s  Dauphin's  Hope  too  high  !  whofe  Strength 
May  like  the  Lion’s  home-bred  Whelp,  grownup, 

D  evour  the  very  Hand  that  fofter’d  him. 

Pand.  Give  me  a  Moment’s  Paufe  —  to  aid  our 
Mercy.  v 

This  Bluntncfs,  tho’  offenlive,  is  conlncing: 

And  yet  the  facred  Honour  of  the  Chair 
Mult  have  its  Pomp  of  Reverence— Within  anHour 
Attend  me  at  the  neighbouring  Convent!  There 
Our  Meafures  more  digefted  ihall  difpatch  thee. 

[Exit  Pand. 

Fal.  With  what  reluctant  Gravity  and  Pride, 

Th  is  Prieft  receives  the  Wilhes  of  his  Soul! 

Why  do  I  blame  him?  did  not  I  the  fame? 

When  humbly  kneeling,  at  his  rev’rend  Feet, 

I  cover’d  with  Humility  my  Scorn  ! 

Yet  Int’reft  overlooks  the  mucual  Cheat! 

It  muft  be  fo!  were  Men  t’appear  themfelves, 

Set  free  from  Cuftoms  that  reftrain  our  Nature, 

Nor  Wolves  nor  Tigers  would  difpute  more  fiercely ! 

Yet  all  we  boaft  above  the  Brute  is - ►  what  ? 

That  in  our  Times  of  need  we  dare  diftemble! 

How  wile  is  the  Preeminence  we’are  vaiir  of! 

Yet  cold  Sincerity  could  ne’er  have  heal’d 
Our  Breach  with  Rome :  There  Art  was  ufeful ! 

Q!  could  ic  equally  at  home  fucceed  ! 
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Tempting  our  Barons  back  to  their  Allegiance  ! 

Let  us  buc  win  their  Forces  from  the  War, 

Should  that  bleft  Hour  inteftine  Feuds  o’ercomc, 

Our  V illage-  Curs  Ihould  bark  thefe  Frenchmen  home. 

King  John  in  his  Kent  alone. 

K.  John.  It  muft  be  fo - -  the  Conteft  is  in  vain! 

Why  flioud  I  risk  a  Kingdom  for  a  People 
That  are  themfelves  unwilling  to  be  free  ? 

Whofe  Zeal,  enflav’d,  not  only  courts  the  Chains  [them. 
Of  Korney  but  thinks  in  Conlcience  Kings  fhould  wear 
The  moody  Barons  too,  that  head  thofe  Bigots, 

Take  this  Advantage  of  the  holy  Ferment, 

To  lop  the  Branches  of  Prerogative. 

Then  the  reproachful  Death  of  Arthur !  There’s 
My  jealous  Fears  have  plung’d  my  Arm  too  far  ! 

A  rafh  and  fi  uitlefs  Policy !  In  Death 
He  is  become  more  terrible  than  living  f 
Thence  have  I  rais’d  in  France  a  ftronger  Claim  j 
The  Guilt  of  Fluhert  too,  now  dreads  t’approach  me  ! 
Or  may,  to  fave  himfelf,  make  me  moft  odious. 

There  Evils  join’d  mufl  in  their  Ends  be  fatal! 

Rome!  Rome  then,  that  has  ruin’d,  mud  redeem  me! 
The  Terms — ’tis  true  are  harfh  and  terrible 
ToHonour!  to  the  Vulgar  meritorious! 

They  think  the  Bulls  of  Rome  the  Voice  of  Heav’n  ! 
And  tremble  lor  their  King  that  dares  conteft  them! 
The  Pride  of  Becket  too  fubdu’d  my  Father} 

And  yet  his  warlike  keign  lives  fam’d  in  Story  ! 
Princes  ftiould  think  no  Price  too  dear  for  Pow’r  j 
And  what  are  Kings  withobt  a  People,  Hubert  ? 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Atlength,  my  Liege,  I  come  to  bring  youNews— 
K.  John.  For  which  thy  trait’rous  Soul  Ihall  howl  in 
Horrors  ! 

Slave,  thou  haft  undone  me  !  were  not  the  Flames, 
That  Rome  had  rais’d,  fufficient  to  confume  } 

But  thou  mud  add  thy  Brand  of  Provocation, 
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Thy  damn’d  officious  Murder,  to  the  Ruin, 

To  give  its  Caufe  Pretence  and  fortify  Rebellion  ? 

Hub.  Sir,  you  miftake  the  Service  1  have  done  you  ; 
*Tis  not  the  Claim  of  Arthur  to  your  Crown, 

But  his  reported  Death  provokes  your  People! 

K.  John. Villain !  dar’ft  thou  infultmeon  the  Crime, 
Thy  Longing  to  commit  feduc’d  me  to  endure! 

Hub.  Whate’ermy  Inclination  was  — you  now  — 
K.  John.  O  I  ’tis  the  Curie  of  Princes  to  be  ferv’d 
By  Slaves,  that  take  their  Wilhes  for  a  Warrant  j 
That,  on  the  bare  Inquietude  of  Looks, 

Prefume  t’expound  our  Paffions  into  Law, 

And  on  the  Sandtion  of  a  Frown  commit  [them. 
Such  Deeds  as  damns  the  Confcience  that  conceives 
Hub.  Y et,  Sir,  be  patient  when  you  hear  my  Story — • 
K  .John.  Think  not  involving  me  t’excufe  thyfelf! 
I  had  fome  Caufe  to  wiffi  him  dead ;  but  thou 
Hadft  none,  faving  what  thy  Nature  prompted! 

How  oft  have  evil  Deeds,  for  want  of  Means 
To  give  them  Pra&ice,  dy’d  in  the  Conception  ? 

But  thou  being  prefent  to  the  curft  Occalion, 

Ere  fcarce  the  Thought  could  ripen  into  Purpole, 
Thy  ftony  Heart  made  offer  of  the  Deed, 

And  mock’d  my  Fears  with  impious  Refolution ! 

Hub.  My  gracious  Liege!  I  beg  you  be  compos’d! 
K.  John.  Hadft  thou  but  fhook  thy  Head,  or  made  a 
"When  I  obfeurely  murmur’d  my  Difquietj  [Paufe, 
Hadft  thou  but  fhewn  one  Sign  of  inward  Grace, 

With  one  relu&ant  Shrug  declin’d  the  Motion, 

Pale  Confcience  then,  retreating  from  the  Guilt, 

Had  fmother’d  in  my  Bread  the  dreadful  Deed, 

Never  to  rife  in  my  Reflexion  more  ! 

But  thou,  like  the  curft  Fiend  in  Paradife, 

Laidft  lurking  in  my  Paths  of  Rumination, 

To  watch  the  fecret  Willies  of  my  Soul, 

And  tempt  its  Frailty  to  eternal  Ruin! 

Hub.  Now,  Sir,  yourfelf  be  judge!  had  I  obey’d 
Y our  dread  Commands,  how  wretched  had  I  made  you  ? 
For  know,  to  give  your  Soul  its  former  Peace, 
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Young  Arthur  lives!  my  coward  Heart — hasfav’dhim! 
I  am  but  half  the  Villain  you  have  fpoke  me.  [Angel! 
K  .John.  Prove  me  this  true,  and  thy  whole  Soul  is 
Hub.  O  !  when  I  came  to  pradtife  on  his  Life, 

I  found  the  Execution  was  as  far 

Remov’d  from  what  my  firfl  Conceit  had  form’d. 

As  Danger  from  Delight!  as  Hell  from  Heav’n! 

His  blooming  Form,  his  Youth,  his  Piety, 

His  Refignation,  Innocence,  and  Tears, 

Rufh’d  as  from  Ambufh  on  my  lifted  Aim, 

And  feiz’d  me  Captive  to  his  Sufferings ! 

With  melting  Eyes  I  dropt  the  Poniard  down. 

And,  at  the  hazard  of  your  Rage,  preferv’d  him  ! 

K  .John.  O!  Hubert !  Hubert!  thou  hall  fav’d  thy 
Mailer ! 

Redeem’d  him  from  the  deepell,  hideous  Plunge, 

That  ever  llain’d  the  Glories  of  Ambition! 

The  Rage  thou  feard’ft  now  blulhes  into  Jov, 

And  crowns  thy  Difobedience  with  Applaufe! 

Th  is  Deed  undone  fhall  double  thy  Reward, 

And  pay  thy  Mercy  with  unbounded  Favour! 

But  foft  —  our  Coufin  is  return’d :  At  fitter  Time 

My  Heart  lhall  open  more - mean  while, 

Be  careful  of  my  Fame,  and  form  thy  Fortune  ! 

Enter  Falconbridge. 

Now,  Coufin,  is  yet  this  Legate  flexible  ? 

Hall  thou,  though  on  his  own  high  Terms,  fucceeded? 

Fal.  If,  Sir,  to  have  prevail’d  on  haughty  Rome, 

To  tread  in  Triumph  on  the  Crown  of  England , 

Be  deem’d  Succefs  •,  fuch  Peace  has  Rome  accepted. 
The  Time,  the  Terms,  and  folemn  Ceremonies 
Here  more  at  large,  the  Legate  has  appointed. 

[  Prefents  a  Writing. 
K.  John.  Seafons  mull  be  obey’d!  what  from  the 
Barons  ? 

Fal.  What  makes  our  Peace  with  Rome  more  need¬ 
ful  now  •, 

The  llrong  Report  of  Arthur's  Death  has  worfe 
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Effect  on  them  than  on  the  common  Sort! 

The  V  ulgar  only  thake  1 1  eir  cautious  Heads, 

O  r  whiiper  in  the  Ear,  wifely  fufpicious, 

Griping  the  Hearer’s  W  rift — who  darts — -and  flops — 
W  ith  wrinkled  Br  >ws- -  and  ih  ugs  --  and  rolling  Eyes! 
As  it  hi'  Lite  depended  on  hi'  Secrecy  ! 

I  faw  a  Smith -tland  with  his  Hammer  thus  ! 

Who,  while  his  Iron  on  the  Anvil  cool’d, 

Wiih  open  Mouth  fwallow’d  a  Pay  1  ar’s  News! 

OfT  houlands  more  <>f  Frenchmen  pouring  on 
Our  Coalts,  in  dreadful  vj arc b  of  Fire  aid  Sword! 
Another  lean,  unwalh’d  Artificer 
Cuts  off  his  'Pale,  and  talks  of  Arthur' s  Death  ! 

Y^.John. Were  this  the  word,  the  freezing  Vulgar  yet 
Might,  by  our  holy  Peace  with  Rome ,  be  thaw’d 
To  their  Allegiance  :  But  the  Barons !  There! 

Ho  w  fuch  a  needful  Peace  may  weigh  with  them  — — 
Fal.  There  dand  we  yet  in  Fear!  for  Arthur's  Death 
Has  fo  inflam’d  the  Spleen  of  their  Complaints, 

That  never  fliall  their  Swords  in  Peace  be  iheath’d. 

Or  to  Allegiance  civil  Arms  return, 

Till  the  full  Manner  of  his  Death  be  quedion’d. 

And  Hubert ,  whom  their  drong  Sufpicions  charge. 

Be  duly  render’d  to  the  publick Jufiice.  [right 

K.  John.  Now  fay  that  Arthur  lives,  who  then  fliall 
A  Monarch’s  Fame,  and  punifh  his  Revilers  ? 

Hub.  Will  they  believe  their  Eyes,  if  I  produce  him 
Fal.  Ha!  is  it  poflible!  produce  him!  Arthur! 
Does  he  then  live  to  fhame  this  Calumny  ? 

Hub.  Hearing  the  Malecontcnts  had  thrown  fuch  vile 
Afperfion  on  the  Plead  of  Msjedy, 

Unbidden  have  I  dar’d  to  bring  from  Roan 
The  living  Arthur  to  confound  the  Falfhood.  [grounded. 
K  .John  Nowjudge,  how  all  their  other  Griefs  are 
Fal.  Lies  and  Rebellion  have  been  ancient  Friends! 
Hub.  Here  in  the  Cadle,  to  this  Camp  adjacent, 

He  now  is  plac’d,  and  when  the  King  commands  — • 
Fal.  O  Sir!  I  beg  that  Hubert  and  myfelf 
May  to  the  Barons  indantly  produce  him* 
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On  fuch  Convi&ion,  with  my  Life  I’ll  anftfer, 

Their  Temper  tho’  mifguided  {hall  return 
And  fall  from  France  before  her  Force  can  face  us ! 
YL.Jobn$\y  then  this  Moment,  hafte  to  undeceive  them. 
That  due  Allegiance  may  defend  her  Paftures ! 

No  more  let  Jealoufies,  immers’d  in  Rage, 

Hazard  thofe  Liberties,  which  civil  Swords 
Falfly  maintaining  might  to  Foes  betray  ! 

Tell  them  their  ancient  Rights  {hall  be  confirm’d 
]n  great  and  ample  Charadters  fam’d  to  Ages: 

Thus  fhall  Obedience  fortify  our  Throne, 

And  mutual  Love  all  Errors  paft  atone.  [ Exeunt , 


ACT  V.  SCENfil, 

Arthur  on  the  Walls  of  a  Cajlle. 

Arthur. 

O  Hubert !  Hubert  !  are  my  Hopes  at  laft 

Confin’d  within  thefe  lonely,  ragged  Walls! 
Was  it  for  this  thy  fruitlefs  Mercy  fpar’d  me  ? 
Ah  !  what  is  Life  depriv’d  of  Liberty  ? 

It  fhall  be  fo,  thefe  Walls  no  more  fhall  hide  me: 

The  Mote  beneath  I’ve  fathom’d  with  a  Line, 

And  find  its  Depth  proportion’d  to  my  Stature; 

At  worft,  the  Danger’s  lefs  attempting  to  efcape. 
Than  pining  here  in  hourly  Fear  of  Death  : 

Take  Courage  Heart !  whatever  Chance  befal  thee 
Cannot  be  forer  than  my  Suff ’ring  here. 

Eternal  Providence,  to  thee  I  bow, 

Extend  thy  gracious  Arm  to  fave  my  Fall  J 
But  if  thy  facrcd  Pleafure  has  decreed. 

Thy  finful  Creature  muft  untimely  bleed ; 

Fora  repentant  Soul,  ye  Saints,  make  room, 

Who 
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Who  feeks  his  Happinefs  in  Worlds  to  come, 

\_He  leaps  from  the  l Vails. ]  and  is  cover'd  by  a  Pa¬ 
rapet  between  his  Body  and  the  Audience. 

Enter  Falconbridge,  Hubert,  Salisbury,  Pembroke  and 

Aiundel.  [come: 

Salif.  Prove  him  but  living,  and  the  Terms  are  wel- 
Nor  think  our  Bodies  have  been  cas’d  in  Steel, 

To  wrong  the  native  Courfe  of  royal  Pow’r  : 

But  to  aflert  our  Liberties  and  Rights, 

As  in  the  Laws  of  Edward  they  are  cited. 

W  hich  if  the  King  by  Charter  fhall  confirm. 

And  give  Enfranchifement  to  Royal  Arthur , 

Nor  mew  him  up  to  choke  his  Days 
With  barb’rous  Ignorance,  or  deny  his  Youth 
The  princely  Helps  of  graceful  Exercife, 

Then  fhall  appeas’d  Refiftance  fheath  her  Sword, 

Or  henceforth  turn  it  on  the  Foes  of  England! 

Fal.  Spoke  with  the  Spirit  of  an  Englijh  Noble  ! 
Nought  then  remains,  but  that  your  Eyes  have  Proof 
Of  Arthur's  Health  and  princely  Liberty. 

Hubert ,  conduct  us  —  -  ■ 

\_As  they  are  puffing  to  the  Caftle ,  Salisbury  fees  the  Body 
of  Arthur  in  the  Ditch. 

Salif.  - - Ha!  what  Body’s  this, 

That  in  the  Water,  ’mid’ ft  the  Weeds  and  Rufhcs, 
Mifchance  or  Malice  has  depriv’d  of  Life  3 

\fthey  bring  the  Body  forward : 
Ha!  ’tis  he!  ’tis  Arthur!  royal  Arthur  breathlefs  ! 
Pale,  cold,  and  loll  beyond  Recovery  ! 

Hub.  O  fatal  Chance - > 

Fal.  - Hubert!  if  thou  haft  done 

Tn  is  Deed,  or  but  in  Thought  confented  to  it. 

Thou  art  more  deeply  damn’d  than  Lucifer ! 

Hub.  By  Heav’n  !  within  this  Hour  I  left  hirti  living ! 
Salif.  This  fure  is  the  moft  favage  Act  of  Power, 
Thedeadlieft  Wound  that  ever  wall-ey’d  Rage 
Or  Malice  gave  the  Heart  of  Innocence! 

Fal,  Villain!  I  do  fufpeft  thee  grievoufly! 
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Hub.  Then,  on  my  Soul,  molt  grievoufly  you  wrong 
me! 

SaUf.  Wrong  thee,  Traitor!  what  Proof  fo  palpable! 
Hub.  If  I  in  A£t,  Dire&ion  or  Confent, 

Have  done,  confpir’d  or  compafs’d  ought 
That  has  bereft  this  haplefs  Youth  of  Life, 

Let  Hell  want  Pains  to  punifh  me! 

Salif.  Since  Murder  thus  defies  the  Pains  of  Hell, 
Pown  then  to  Hell’s  wide'Horrors  that  attend  thee. 

[Stabs  him . 

Fal.  What  has  your  Ralhnefs  done,  my  Lord! 

Salif  - - -  A  Deed 

That  dries  the  Tears  of  Pity  with  Revenge! 

Fal ,  Hubert ,  look  up,  and  ere  thy  Breath  forfakes  thee, 
Now,  as  thou  hop’ll  to  find  eternal  Mercy  1 
Inform  us  truly  how  this  Youth  was  murder’d. 

Hub.  Then  by  thofe  laft  dear  Hopes  I’m  ignorant! 
But  ’tis  the  Fate  of  thofe  who  once  are  guilty, 

Never  to  be  believ’d  when  innocent. 

Thus  having  once  confented  to  dellroy  him. 

The  bare  Intention  was  a  Crime  too  great, 

To  pafs  unheaded  by  eternal  Jullice; 

Yet,  let  me  fay - fomay  my  Soul  reach  Heav’n, 

As  of  this  Prince’s  Death  I’m  innocent.  [Dies. 

Fal.  You  hear.  My  Lords,  adying  Man’s  Report. 
Salif  We  hear  enough  to  charge  his  Death  onTyranny, 
Whether  by  that  vile  Hand,  or  by  Mifchance, 

It  matters  nor,  his  Prifon  has  deltroy’d  him! 

Now  back,  Sir,  to  the  King}  tell  him  how  ill 
His  Proofs  of  Arthur  living  have  fucceeded  ! 

But  how  he  dy’d  our  Swords  fhall  have  in  Quellion} 
Our  Battles  are  at  hand,  if  he  thinks  fit 
To  anfwer  us  in  Arms,  our  Arms  fhall  make 

Reply- - This  tell  him,  Sir, - Our  Parley’s  ended. 

Fal.  But  this,  and  I  have  done.  I  know  the  King 
Is  Hill  inclin’d  to  give  your  Griefs  Redrefs : 

Confider,  therefore,  if  you  profecute 

This  War,  how  far  more  dangerous  is  the  Cure 

Your  Swords  apply,  than  what  his  Sceptre  offers. 

Salif.  The  Danger  be  on  us - ^  fai. 
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FaL  ■ - Farewel,  my  Lords.  [Exit  Fstl. 

Salif  Now  bear  we  to  our  Camp  this  injur’d  Objedt, 
Which,  like  the  Wounds  of  Cafar ,  when  expos’d, 

Shall  raife  the  common  Pity  to  Revenge, 

And  warm  the  neutral  Coward  to  our  Caufc  : 

But  to  his  mournful  Mother,  O!  what  Heart, 

What  l  ongue  the  difmal  Tidings  fhall  impart! 

\_Exeunt  with  the  Body  of  Arthur. 

SCENE,  a  Rome  of  State. 

Enter  in  Proceffion  (to  folemn  Mufick)  Pandulph,  pre- 
ceeded  by  Clergy ,  &c.  of  feveral  Orders.  Then  the 
Nobles  and  Officers  of  State  before  King  John,  (fupported 
by  two  Abbots)  wearing  his  Crown  and  Robes.  Pan¬ 
dulph  being  feated ,  the  King  with  the  Abbots  kneel  to 
him. 

Abbot.  Thus  bending  to  the  Throne  of  Innocent , 
Our  holy  Sov’reign  Sire,  \vho<e  Heav’n-born  Pow’r 
All  Chriltian  Crowns  implicitly  obey  j 
Thus  come  we  humble  Supplicants  in  Sighs 
And  Sorrow  for  a  finful  Son  j  whofe  rafh. 

Ambition  in  his  Pride  of  Pow’r  has  dar’d - • 

O!  fpare  us  to  repeat  the  dreadful  Crime, 

Too  black  and  terrible  for  Chriflian  Ears ! 

But  if  the  Pangs  of  Penitence  may  plead  — - 

In.  John.  Behold  him  proftrate,  contrite, ’whelm’d 
with  Shame! 

Offj’ring  this  facrifice  of  temp’ral  Glory, 

His  Crown  furrender’d  to  the  holy  See, 

To  mitigate  the  Wrath  of  Heav’nly  Vengeance. 

\_Lays  his  Crown  at  the  Feet  of  Pandulph. 
Pand.  Thy  Penitence,  thy  contrite  Heart,  O  Son, 
Gives  Joy  and  Tranfport  to  our  holy  Mother  : 

Not  human  Nature  is  more  prone  t’offend, 

Than  on  fincere  Repentance  lhe  to  pardon! 

Yet  think  not  Crowns  or  Scepters  could  alone 
Prevail,  or  tempt  her,  in  the  Pride  of  Nature, 
T’accept  thefe  Off ’rings  of  thy  mortal  Pow’r, 

Which,  as  the  human  World  efteems  them - Thus 

Beneath 
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Beneath  her  Foot  fhe  fpurns  their  carnal  Glory. 

[He  treads  upon  the  Crown. 
But,  as  in  focial  Life,  Mankind  requires 
Controlling  Kings  to  rule  their  headftrong  Paflions, 

To  curb  Injuftice  by  coercive  Laws ; 

Thus  from  the  facred  Apoftolick  Grace, 

As  tributary  Lord,  dependent  ever 
On  our  holy  Father,  fupreme  on  Earth, 

Receive  this  Circle  of  imperial  Sway 

Once  more,  to  keep  thefe  temp’ral  Realms  in  Awe, 

And  fight  the  facred  Battles  of  the  Chair. 

[. Returns  the  Crown. 
K  .John.  With  lowly  Reverence  and  humble  Heart, 
Vowing  Obedience  to  our  fov’reign  Pontiff, 

Unworthy  I  receive  this  temporal  Crown  } 

But  now  muft  kneel  for  an  afflidted  People, 

Pierc’d  with  the  Pains  of  Errors  not  their  own  ! 

O!  never  mull:  thefe  guilty  Eyes  lookup! 

T  ill  ho,ly  Mercy  fhall  reftore  their  Peace, 

By  Revocation  of  her  dreadful  Cenfures  ! 

Pand.  Arife,  repentant  Son,  thy  fweet  Converfion 
Shall  chace  thefe  Clouds  of  Vengeance  from  thy  Land, 
Of  Souls  unheal’d  will  we  refume  the  Cure  : 

Nor-  foreign  or  domeftick  Foe  fhall  now 
Prefume  to  give  thy  fertile  Fields  Annoyance: 

Now  fhalt  thou  find  the  holy  Breath,  that  blew 
This  Tempeft  up,  fhall  make  the  Storm  fubfide. 

This  Dauphin' s  Thunder  at  our  Word  fhall  ceafe. 
And  hufh’d  Ambition  leave  thy  Realms  in  Peace. 

[Exeunt. 

The  Scene  a  Field. 


Enter  Dauphin,  Melun,  Salisbury,  Pembroke,  and 

Barons ,  &c.  [late 

Dauph.  Why  not  to-night,  my  Lords?  Are  not  his 
Supplies  from  France  in  the  deep  Marfhes  loll  ? 

Arms,  Horfes,  Ammunition,  Treafure,  all 
Immers’d  and  bury’d  in  the  Floods  of  hFelland ? 

And  fhall  we  now  Hand  paufing  o’er  our  Prey  ? 

And 
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And  by  our  cold  Debates  retard  our  Conqueft  ? 

Salif.  Confider,  Sir,  our  Shadows  lengthen  with 
Our  March  !  the  Sun  fcarce  lending  Light  to  lead  us! 
Let  us  at  lead:  take  Day  enough  for  Slaughter  ; 

Nor  let  their  Fears,  behind  the  Shield  of  Night, 
Skulk  from  the  Sword  of  blinded  Victory. 

Pem.  And  for  the  Succours  they  have  loft,  ’tis  not 
A  Day  or  Moon’s  Duration  can  recruit  them. 

Salif.  That  Load  will  lie  as  heavy  on  their  Hopes 
To  -morrow - 

Pem. - —  Should  we  now  engage  them,  Sir, 

While  the  long  March  that  hangs  upon  our  Troops, 
Brings  down  the  Spirit  to  a  drooping  Eye, 

How  might  the  Enemy,  tho’  lefs  in  Numbers, 

Hail  with  Repofe,  and  confident  in  Vigour, 

With  more  than  equal  Strength  fuftain  the  Battle? 

Salif.  Let  us  then  take  th’ Advantage  of  the  Night 
For  Reft,  and  of  the  Morn  for  ftronger  A&ion. 

Dauph .  O  !  if  your  Spirits  were  inflam’d  like  mine, 
To  reft  this  Night  would  be  a  harder  Toil, 

Than  all  the  Labours  of  immediate  Battle  ! 

See,  Pandulpb  too,  the  holy  Legate  comes. 

With  eager  Pace  and  Triumph  in  his  Eye, 

As  if  a  Band  of  Angels  on  our  part 

Stood  rank’d  in  Arms  to  ftimulate  our  A6tion. 

Enter  Pandulph  and  Falconbridge.  [Arms 

Pand.  Joy,  Peace,  and  bloodlefs  Conqueft  crowns  our 
OurWars  are  done :  The  Triumphs  of  this  Day 
Shall,  in  the  Annals  of  revolving  Empire, 

Stand  eminently  high  on  Hills  of  Fame, 

While  Praife  and  Wonder,  to  aTranfport  rais’d. 

Shall  read  this  Record  of  religious  Glory.  [done. 
Dauph.  What  means  your  Eminence  ?  OurWarsare 
Pand .  Furl  up  thy  Colours, and  unbrace  thy  Drums, 
King  John  is  now  no  more  an  Enemy. 

His  Crown  this  Hour  furrendcr’d  at  our  Feet, 

Which  now  in  tributary  Vaflalage 

He  holds  of  Rome ,  has  cancell’d  all  his  Crimes, 

His 
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His  contrite  Penitence  has  revok’d  our  Cenfures, 
Paternal  Pardon  has  confirm’d  his  Throne, 

And  now,  e’en  France ,  fhall  honour  and  embrace  him. 
Dauph.  Eternal  Vengeance!  France!  fhall  France 
embrace  him  ? 

His  Crown  furrender’d  !  Ha  !  what  Crown  has  John, 
That  is  not  claim’d  by  France ?  Or  how  comes  Rome , 
In  wrong  to  u^,  t’ accept  that  Refignation  ? 

Arc  thus  your  Champions  of  the  Chair  rewarded  ? 

Is  this  the  Kingdom  which  her  Bulls  decreed  me  ? 

Has  John’s  Repentance  thrown  his  Crimes  on  us. 

That  Fnme  mull  like  a  VafTal  wave  her  Right, 
Becaufe  the  holy  Pride  of  Rome's  appeas’d  ? 

Pand.  Is’t  poffible  ?  - 

Dauph.  -  Was  it  not  you  that  firft 

Inflam’d  this  War?  And  to  my  Father’s  Doubts 
Clear’d  up  my  Title  to  flair  England's  Crown? 

Is  not  the  Bar  of  Arthur's  Right,  as  thou 
Foretold’ft,  remov’d  ?  Is  he  not  dead?  Nay  murder’d? 
(Is  that  too  pardon’d  by  your  juggling  Mercy?) 

Is  there  a  Life  before  me  now,  that  flays 
My  Right,  or  makes  it,  at  your  Will,  precarious? 

Pand.  Beware,  rafh  Youth,  nor  tempt  our  holy  Ven- 
Unknowing  as  thou  art!  I  tell  thee,  Prince,  [geance, 
This  England  is  St.  Peter's  Fee,  and  Kings 
Hereafter  in  that  holy  Right  fhall  rule  it. 

Dauph.  Cardinal,  ’tis  ftlfe,  I  do  deny  th’  Affertion. 
England  was  never  yet,  nor  ever  fhall, 

While  Arms  or  Life  can  urge  my  Claim,  become 

The  Papal  Patrimony.  No,  nor  fhall 

This  Subterfuge,  this  Farce  of  John  diftrefs’d, 

Laugh  me  to  Peace,  or  fave  him  from  my  Vengeance. 
Pand.  O  mortal  Sin!  abandon’d  Imputation! 
Dauph.  Think’ll:  thou,  fond  Man,  I  brought  my  Arms 
fo  far, 

Only  to  flake  Rome's  holy  Thirft:  of  Sway  ? 

If  you  want  Kingdoms,  buy  them  with  the  Danger  ; 
Endure  the  Toils,  and  fight  yourfelves  your  Battles ; 
Nor  hope  to  make  my  youthful  Sword  and  Honour, 

The 
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The  Tool  and  Property  of  Prieftly  Pow’r. 

Pand.  Hear  me  and  tremble!  while  J  tell  thee,  Boy, 
As  well  thou  might’ll:  provoke  the  Serpent’s  Sting, 

Or  feize  upon  the  feeding  Lion’s  Paw, 

As  fafely  might’ It  oppofe  thy  naked  Eye, 

Againft  the  Level  of  a  bearded  Arrow, 

As  tempt  the  Vengeance  of  our  holy  Pow’r  : 

This  Inftant  quit  thy  hoftile  Purpofe,  and  depart 
This  Land  —  or  Woe  on  thy  rebellious  Head.  [Exit. 

Dauph.  Now  by  the  Royal  Rage  that  fwells  my 
Here  will  I  leave  thefe  lifelels  Bones,  [Heart, 

To  Kites  and  Ravens  an  inglorious  Prey, 

Than  e’er  hold  Friendfhip  with  this  recreant  Johny 
Or  yield  an  Englijb  Pafture  to  the  Pride  of  Rome. 

Fal.  And  by  that  Royal  Blood  thou  haft  defam’d, 

I  plaud  thy  Treatment  of  this  Prieftly  Tyrant ; 

Yet  think  not,  that  in  fear  of  thee  our  King 
Has  bow’d  to  this  infatiate  Pontiff.  No, 

But  to  conciliate  to  his  Love  his  People, 

Whofe  Blaze  of  Zeal  had  blinded  their  Obedience  : 
For  know,  the. warlike  Monarch  is  at  hand, 

Not  trufting  to  this  deep-mouth’d  Legate’s  Thunder, 
But  to  his  Pow’rs  prepar’d  j  whofe  Rods  of  War 
Shall  whip  this  dwarfifh  Rout,  thele  Pigmy-arms, 

From  out  the  Circle  of  his  Territories,  [anfwer  thee. 
Dauph.  Take  to  thy  Saf’ty  ;  hence,  our  Drums  {hall 
Fal.  O  that  the  Sun  could  hold  his  drooping  Head 
One  Hour  above  the  Earth  to  grace  this  Battle,  [row, 
Dauph.  Referve  thy  Vauntings  for  the  dawning  Mor- 
Nor  at  the  Night  repine,  whofe  Shades  may  fave  thee. 

[Exit  Dauphin  with  his  Train. 
Fal.  Now,  noble  Lords,  what  think  you  of  your 
The  holy  Sword  of  Rome^ you  fee,  forfakes  youj  [Caufe? 
Her  Politicks,  like  other  mortal  Motives, 

Begin  their  wifer  Charities  at  home  ; 

Let  but  her  pious  Views  be  gorg’d  with  Pow’r, 

Her  full  Contentment  {lumbers  in  her  Chair, 

And  leaves  Devotion  for  the  vulgar  Comfort! 

For  Shame  refume  your  Scnfe!  fee  for  your  felves ! 

And 
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And  be  no  more  the  Ladders  of  Ambition ! 

Salif.  Well  haft  thou  warn’d  us  to  oppofe  Ambition, 
A  Paffion  oft  fo  ignorant  of  Glory, 

By  its  own  Nature  fo  corruptible. 

That  it  fhall  ftoop  to  be  a  Tyrant’s  Slave, 

To  play  the  greater  Tyrant  o’er  its  People. 

This - ;  in  the  Shame  of  his  furrender’d  Crown, 

Our  fervile  King  has  prov’d  a  Truth  notorious. 

Fal.  To  you,  to  you,  rafh  Lords,  we  owe  that  Stain, 
Had  your  weak  Caufe  alone  fupported  you. 

His  Crown  unblemifh’d  had  maintain’d  his  Right ! 
Obedience  to  Prerogative  had  bow’d, 

And  in  the  Monarch’s  Grandeur  both  been  glorious ! 
Can  you  then  think  the  Perfidy  is  worfe, 

That  ftoops  below  itfelf  to  fave  a  Kingdom, 

Than  is  the  mad  Refiftance  that  would  fell  it  : 

For  fuch  muft  be  the  Confequence,  if  France 
Prevail ;  France  then  becomes  your  Purchafer. 

Rome  might,  indeed,  plead  Cuftom  for  her  Claim, 

But  France  had  none,  fave  what  your  Fears  have  found. 
Or  to  your  foreign  Mafters  may  have  granted. 

Would  you,  then,  change  the  Lion  for  the  Fox  ? 

Be  rather  Slaves  to  grinding  Vice-Roys  here, 

Than  bear  the  Errors  of  your  native  King  ? 

Salif.  Perdition  on  the  abjedt  Soul  that  thinks  it! 
No,  Falconbridge,  whate’er  has  drawn  our  Swords, 
However  under  Grievances  we  grone,^ 

Think  not  but  Englifh  Spirits  would  as  foon 
Admit  the  Devil,  as  a  Vice-Roy  here. 

No,  not  to  lord  it  o’er  a  Village  in 
The  Fens  of  England  :  — — 

Fal. - - Then  I  ask  no  more  ! 

Howe’er  our  civil  Difcord  may  divide  us. 

Let  not  our  Enemy  enjoy  the  Breach. 

Salif  Againft  Invafion  let  us,  clofe  united, [Embracing. 
If  Vows  orfacred  Oaths  can  hold  our  Faith, 

Already  have  we  fworn,  that  no  Succefs 
Shall  lead  Obedience  to  the  Claims  of  France.  [King 
Fal.  This  News  has  hufh’d  my  Fears.  This  to  the 

Will 
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Will  I  recount,  in  hopes  we  yet  may  fave. 

By  Peace,  thofe  Streams  of  Blood  that  boil  for  Battle; 

If  not, - -tho’  now  to  different  Sides  we  part. 

Let  each  Oppofer  ihew  an  Englijh  Heart. 

[_Exeunt  federally. 

King] ohn  from  his  ’Tent,  fupported  by  two  Attendants. 

K  .John.  O  feeble  Frame!  is  this  a  Time  to  fail  me! 
When  my  collected  Spirits  fhould  inflame 
The  Eye  to  lead  and  animate  the  War  ? 

Why  has  the  Monarch  fo  much  Ufe  for  Life? 

Yet  in  his  Health  is  lc veil’d  with  the  Peafant ! 

O  painful  Majefty !  unequal  Srate! 

Not  all  the  gorgeous  Pomp,  thy  Flags  of  Pow’r, 

Thy  Dignities,  Dominions,  Ceremonies, 

The  Crown,  the  Sceptre,  and  the  Royal  Ball, 

The  purple  Robe,  nor  Princely  Crowds,  whofe  Prefs 
Of  Duty  intercepts  the  wholfom  Air  ; 

Not  all  thefe  Glories,  for  one  precious  Hour, 

Can  buy  the  Beggar’s  Health  or  Appetite. 

Enter  Falconbridge.  [onward . 

Fal.  To  Arms,  my  Liege,  th’embattl’d  Foe  comes 
Their  Armour,  gilded  by  the  blazing  Sun, 

Refle£ts  another  Day.  Defend  me,  Heav’n! 

How  fares  your  Majelty  ? - 

K.  John.  — —  Diforder’d  Hill ! 

This  Autumn  Fever  hangs  upon  my  Limbs ; 

But  in  the  Field  we’ll  fweat  it  from  the  Blood! 
Prepare  my  lighter  Helmet  and  my  Litter  : 

Coufin,  on  thee  the  Condud:  and  the  Care 
Of  this  Day’s  A£tion  may  devolve,  —  be  watchful. 

Fal.  With  my  bell  Blood  will  I  account  for  it  ! 

But  go  not,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  to  the  Field. 

K  .'John.  If  Life  is  done,  let  me  with  Honour  end  it. 
Lead  forth  my  Horfe,  and  let  the  Trumpet  found 
The  warning  Blaft  to  Vi&ory  or  Dearh. 

Fal.  Would  you  repofe,  it  might  relieve  you. 

K.  John.  - * - No! 
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This  Tumult  of  the  Spirits  fhall  have  A<5tion. 

My  fierce,  though  mortal,  Flames  within  ihall  glow, 
Refulgent  on  my  Brow  — and  burn  againff  the  Foe. 

[Exeunt  leading  off  the  King. 

The  SCENE  opening  difcovers  the  funeral  Ceremony  of 
Arthur  moving  towards  Swinftead -Abbey  to  a  Dead- 
March  j  Lady  Con  fiance  with  the  Abbot  and  Mourners 
attending.  [down, 

Conjl.  Down,  down,  thou  rolling  Sun,  to  Darknefs 
Lofe  in  eternal  Shades  thy  hateful  Beams, 

Never  to  give  tbefe  Eyes  more  painful  Day  ! 

See  there  an  Objed  ftains  thy  confcious  Lufire ! 

Not  all  thy  Promifes  of  blooming  Springs, 

Or  Autumn  Fruit,  can  this  dead  Flow’r  fupply! 

Thus  mercilefly  cropp’d  by  fell  Ambition! 

O  fince  the  Birth  of  Cain ,  the  firfi:  Male-Child, 

To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire, 

There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  Creature  born. 

Abbot.  Repine  not  at  the  Will  ofHeav’n,  and  this 
Thy  Comfort  be,  that  in  the  World  to  come 
The  dearelt  Friends  fhall  meet  and  know  each  other; 
Conjl.  O  didft  thou  fee  his  chang’d  and  ghaftly 
Semblance, 

Thy  frighted  Senfe  would  not  remember  him  $ 

That  Canker  Death  has  fo  devour’d  his  Beauties, 

So  blanch’d  the  damask  Bloom  upon  his  Cheek; 

All  the  fofc  Smiles  that  wanton’d  in  his  Eye, 

The  fweet  and  graceful  Spirit  of  his  Features, 

So  funk,  fo  faded  from  their  native  Hue, 

That,  e’en  inHeav’n,  my  Soul  mult  paufeto  know  him. 

Abbot.  O  yet  retire  !  part  from  this  Feaft  of  Death, 
Where  folemn  Rites  and  Forms  on  Forms  fucceeding, 
Feed  but  the  fatal  Appetite  of  Grief! 

Hark,  the  lafl  Bell  now  calls  us  to  the  Grave.  [Bell  tolls. 

Conjl.  O  piercing  Sound  !  O  agonizing  Knell  ! 

Stay  your  officious  Hafte!  one  Moment’s  Paufe! 

[To  the  Bearers. 

And  the  fame  Service  fhall  be  fung  for  both 

Our  parted  Souls  !  Inexorable  Death  !  I  ask 
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I  ask  thee  not  for  Mercy!  No,' be  cruel  fiill! 

Behold  in  me  the  Wretch  that  dares  thy  Rage! 

A  grieving  Mother,  whole  Diftrefs  defies  thee ! 

That  thus  arrefts  thy  Triumph  o’er  her  Child,  [him  ; 
And  will  not  let  it  pafs.  The  Grave  fhall  not  devour 
O!  we  mull  never  part,  one  Earth  fhall  hold  us, 
Now  feize  me,  ftrike  me,  and  compleat  the  Tyrant ! 

Abbot.  Be  watchful  o’er  her  Health,  gently  fupport  her 
Till  Grief  lubfiding  may  admit  Repole  : 

[_To  her  Attendants ,  who  lead  her  off". 
But  hark,  the  Terrors  of  the  Field  are  ended! 

The  hoftile  Wounds  of  France  and  England  now 
Are,  by  the  Trumpet’s  loud  Retreat,  proclaim’d. 
Behold  the  harafs’d  Barons  from  the  Toil  retiring. 

[Exit  after  Con  fiance. 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  &c.  at  a  diflance. 

Pern.  We  were  deceiv’d,  the  King  was  fironger  than 
we  thought  him. 

Salif.  I  fear’d  his  late  Submiffion  to  the  Pope, 
Would  draw  the  Commons  thronging  to  his  Side  : 
Had  not  the  timely  Night  ftept  in  between 
Our  Swords,  I  tremble  to  conceive  what  Fate 
Had  follow’d  us.  -  ■ — 

Pern.  -  But  fee  the  Corps  of  Arthur  ! 

Salif  Alas!  poor  injur’d  Youth,  but  for  thy  Death 
Our  private  Griefs  had  fpar’d  this  fruitlefs  Battle, 

And  due  Redrefs  had  hufh’d  us  into  Peace. 

Enter  Melun  wounded ,  led  by  Soldiers. 

Melun.  O  lead  me,  lead  to  the  revolted  Barons ! 

Salif.  When  we  were  happy  we  had  other  Names. 
Melun .  I  come,  my  Lords,  to  warn  you  of  your 
Danger  ; 

When  you  have  ferv’d  the  Dauphin’ s  Ends,  you  die. 
Salif  Die  for  our  Services?  explain  this  Riddle. 
Melun.  Know  then,  this  Dauphin  hearing  you  had 
YourSwotds,  by  private  Oaths,  never  to  yield  [bound 
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Your  Crown,  or  e’en  a  Province  of  your  England,  to 
The  Claims  of  France.  This  fo  inflam’d  his  Rage, 
That  on  the  Altar  at  St.  Edmond's-Bury , 

Where,  to  your  firm  Alliance,  firft  he  fwore 
Determin’d  Faith  and  lading  Amity  ; 

There  did  he  fecretly  make  After-oath, 

That  when  his  Arms  fliould  have  fubdu’d  King  John 
Your  Heads  lhould  be  the  Vi£tims  of  his  Right 
Refus’d. - - 

Pern.  —  Perfidious  France  !  — - 

Salif.  -  ■  -  ■  - - Can  this  be  true? 

Melun.  What  in  this  World  fliould  make  me  now 
deceive  you  ? 

Have  I  not  hideous  Death  within  my  View  ? 

See  you  not  Life  like  a  meer  Form  of  Wax, 

Diflolving  to  the  Fire  ?  When  Life  is  done, 

Ufelefs  were  all  Deceit;  but  needful  is  Remorfe, 

When  Oaths  fo  ill  devis’d  require  Atonement; 
Repentance,  then,  has  mov’d  me  to  reveal 
This  Oath,  which  in  my  Rafhnefs  I  had  taken. 

If  you  can  pardon  it  ———Your  Charity 
Will  hence  appoint  me  to  fome  fafc  Repofe, 

Where  I  may  breathe  my  lateft  Hour  in  Peace, 

And  pafs  my  dire  Account  with  Heav’n’s  Inquiry. 

Salif.  Gently  condudt  him  to  Relief  and  Reft. 
Pauphin ,  we  thank  thee  for  this  Treachery, 

That  now  fo  timely  warns  us  to  repay  it. 

What  a  ftrange  Mixture  had  this  Frenchman's  Heart 
Tainted  with  Falfhood,  yet  inclin’d  to  Honour  ? 

Pem.  That  Myftery,  my  Lord,  explains  itfelf; 

His  Grandfire  was,  you  know,  of  Englijh  Blood  ; 
Perhaps  from  him  he  had  his  Honefty. 

Salif  Let  us  then  make  our  Profit  of  hjs  Virtue, 
Protect  ourfelves,  and  while  Occafion  fervcs, 

March  to  the  King,  accept  his  offer’d  Peace, 

With  old  Allegiance  heal  our  civil  Wounds, 

And  on  this  Dauphin’s  Head  revenge  his  Falfhood. 

\_As  they  go  off j  Conftance  re-enters  to  the  FuneraU 
with  the  Abbot ,  fyc. 
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Confk.  Thy  holy  Counfels,  Father,  have  reliev’d  me  ; 
Misfortunes  now,  familiar  to  my  Senfe, 

Abate  their  Terror.  Now  my  peaceful  Heart, 

With  tearlefs  Eyes,  fhall  wait  him  to  the  Grave. 

Enter  Falconbridge. 

Fal.  O  Reverend  Father,  hafte,  the  dying  King 

Implores  thy  holy  Aid. - 

Abbot.  - -  Said’ft  thou  the  King  ? 

Fal.  Dying  he  feems,  or  cannot  long  lurvive  : 
Whether  by  Heat  of  Adtion  in  the  Field, 

His  latent  Fever  is  inflam’d  to  Danger, 

Or,  as  Sufpicion  ftrongly  has  avouch’d, 

The  gloomy  Monk,  who  ferv’d  him  with  the  Cup, 
Might  impioufly  infufe  fome  Bane  of  Life, 

We  know  not  }  but  his  Interval  of  Senfe 
In  Grones  calls  earned:  for  his  Confeflbr. 

Conjl.  In  his  accounted  Sins  be  this  #  remember’d. 

[*  Pointing  to  the  Corps  of  Arthur. 
Fal.  If  Grief  or  Prejudice  could  bear  to  hear  me, 

I  could  a  Truth  unfold  would  calm  thy  Sorrows. 
Conjl.  Lies  not  my  Child  there  murder’d  ?  • —  — ■ 

Fal.  . . .  Hear  my  Story. 

J \He  feems  to  talk  apart  'with  Conftance. 

Enter  Salisbury  'with  Arundel,  ifc. 

Salif.  How  fortunate  the  Hour!  that  he  had  Senfe 
To  ratify  our  Rights  and  feal  the  Charter. 

Abbot.  What  News,  my  Lords?  How  fares  the  King? 
Salif.  I  fear  me,  poifon’d!  his  whole  Mafs  of  Blood 
Is  touch’d  corruptibly,  and  his  frail  Btain, 

Which  fome  fuppofe  the  Manfion  of  the  Soul, 

By  the  disjointed  Comments  that  it  makes, 

Forefhews  its  mortal  Office  is  expiring. 

Fal.  And  Hubert  dying  difavow’d  the  Deed. 

[  Apart  to  Conftance. 
Conjl.  Admitting  this,  that  meer  Mifchance  deftroy’d 
him. 

What  but  his  Wrongs  expos’d  him  to  Mifchance  ? 
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Nor  therefore  are  my  Sorrows  more  reliev’d, 

But  as  Oppreffion  may  be  lefs  than  Murder. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

The  King  feems  more  at  Eafe,  and  holds  Belief, 
That  were  he  brought  into  the  open  Air, 

It  might  affwage  the  Ferment  that  confumes  him. 
Salt/.  Behold  the  fad  Remains  of  Royalty! 

Fal.  Let  thofe  who  lov’d  nim  not  endure  the  Sight, 
When  he  is  gone,  my  Hopes  in  Life  are  friendlefs. 

[ Exit . 

King  John  is  brought  in. 

Abbot.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? - 

K.  John.  - -  The  Air’s  too  hot. 

It  fleams,  it  fcalds,  I  cannot  bear  this  Furnace! 

Stand  off,  —  and  let  the  Northern  Wind  have  Way! 
Blow,  blow,  ye  freezing  Blafts  from  Iceland  Skies  ! 

O  blifsful  Region,  that  I  there  were  King  ! 

To  range  and  roll  me  in  eternal  Snow, 

Where  Crowns  of  Icicles  might  cool  my  Brain, 

And  comfort  me  with  Cold.  - - 

Abbot.  - —  O  gracious  Heav’n  !  — - 

Relieve  his  Senfes  from  thefe  mortal  Pangs, 

That  his  refleding  Soul  may  yet  look  back 
On  his  Offences  paft  with  Penitence  ! 

K  John.  Why  am  I  tortur’d  thus?  I  kill’d  him  not ; 
Was  it  fo  criminal  to  wifh  him  dead! 

If  Wifhes  were  effedual,  O,  my  Crown, 

My  Crown  lhould  from  the  Grave  with  Joy  redeem 
him!  [Tongue, 

Abbot.  If  Penitence,  not  Frenzy,  prompts  thy 
Behold  this  Objed  of  Calamity, 

Whom  thy  Severities  have  funk  with  Sorrow. 

O  carry  not,  beyond  the  Grave,  your  Enmity. 

K.  John.  Confiancc ,  the  mournful  Relid  of  my 
Brother, 

Flow  do  thy  Wrongs  fit  heavy  on  my  Soul ; 

But 
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But  who  was  ever  juft  in  his  Ambition! 

Thou  feeft  me  now  an  Objedt  of  thy  Triumph, 

The  vital  Cordage  of  my  Heart  burnt  up  ! 

All  to  a  (ingle  Thread  on  which  it  hangs 
Confum’d  j  now  may  the  fearlefs  Lamb  approach, 
Now  clofe  the  Lion  Eye  of  Enmity. 

Hence  but  a  Moment  all  this  Royalty, 

This  Pride  of  Pow’r  will  crumble  into  Afties. 

Abbot.  In  his  Extremities  Heav’n  help  the  King. 
Conjl.  And  may  his  contrite  Soul  receive  its  Mercy. 

K.  John.  The  Lamp  of  Life  is  dry- - Thy  Pray’rs, 

O  Father  ! 

At  Worcefer  let  thefe  mortal  Bones  have  Reft. 

My  Eyes  refufe  the  Light - the  Stroke  is  giv’n. 

O,  I  am  call’d  — —  I  wander - -  Mercy,  Heav’n  ! 

Conf.  He’s  gone. 

The  turbulent  OpprefTbr  is  no  more. 

The  Hour  of  heav’nly  Juftice  has  at  laft 
Demanded  his  Account  of  England’s  Empire  ; 

But  (ince  he  feem’d  to  pafs  in  Penitence, 

Let  all  his  Crimes  be  bury’d  in  his  Grave. 

Thou  Pow’r  ador’d,  what  Thanks  (hall  I  repay  thee. 
That  my  Afflidtions  have  fubdu’d  my  Soul, 

T’extend  its  Charity  ev’n  to  my  Enemies  ? 

N  ow,  Life,  I  have  no  farther  Ufe  for  thee  j 
Defer  a  while  the  Obfequies  of  Arthur, 

Pafs  but  feme  Hours  and  I  (hall  foon  o’ertake  him, 
Then  lay  us  in  one  peaceful  Grave  together. 

[£*//,  led  off. 

Enter  Falconbridge,  <; who ,  feeing  the  King ,  farts  back. 

Fal.  My  Fears  are  true,  good  News  comes  now  too 
late ; 

Deaf  is  the  Ear  which  beft  might  give  it  hearing. 

Salif.  O  Falconbridge\  if  thou  haft  ought  that  may 
Difpel  our  gen’ral  Confternation,  fpcak  it. 

Fal.  Something  I  bring  to  cheer  this  fudden  Sadnefs 
From  France  the  Lady  Blanch ,  arriv’d,  has>  wrought 

Her 
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Her  Confort  Dauphin  to  fuch  peaceful  Temper, 
That  hearing  you  the  Barons  had  difclaim’d  him. 

He  now  accepts  the  Legate’s  Mediation, 

And,  on  fuch  Terms  as  Honour  may  accord. 

He  and  his  Forces  leave  our  Land  in  Peace. 

Sa}if.  Lofe  not  a  Moment  then  to  clofe  this  Treaty; 
Build  we  a  Bridge  of  Gold  for  his  Retreat! 

And  may  the  recent  Dangers  we  have  pafs’d. 

Never  by  civil  Difcord  be  recall’d. 

Fal.  There  only  lives  the  Error  can  miflead  us. 

Let  not  Self-wounds  our  native  Strength  impair. 
What  ralh  Invader  can  haye  Hope  to  {hake  us? 

Come  the  three  Corners  of  the  World  in  Arms, 
England  no  foreign  Force  (hall  e’er  fubdue. 

While  Prince  and  Subje£t  to  themfelves  are  true. 
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Spoke  by  Mrs.  CLIVE. 

OF  all  the  Helps  for  Wit  fo  much  in  Hogue , 

This  Play  has  fcarce  one  Hint  for  Epilogue  ? 

Now ,  after  Tragedy ,  you  know ,  the  Way 
Is  to  come  forward ,  with  an  Air  fo  gay. 

Not  to  fupport ,  - -  no,  no,  - —  to  ridicule  the  Play. 

With  flirting  Fan ,  and  pointed  Wit,  fo  jolly , 

Crack  Jokes  on  Virtue,  as  an  unbred  Folly. 

How  often  has  the  Grecian  Dame,  diflrefs'd. 

Been  difmal  Company - -  till  made  a  Jeft  ? 

And  when  her  prudifj  Pride  warm  Love  has  flighted. 
How  lufeioufy  her  Epilogue  delighted  ! 

0/  what  Enjoyment  to  a  modern  Sinner, 

To  have  it  prov'd  at  lafl  — -  Jhe'd  nothing  in  her  ! 

Then  is  the  Proof  of  Wit's  commanding  Pow'r, 

When  double  Entendres  make  an  Aud'ence  roar  f 
When  chuckling  Rakes ,  and  Witlings  void  of  Grace , 
Stare  all  the  blufhing  Boxes  in  the  Face  ! 

And  when  the  lufeious  Stroke  has  kept  them  under. 

Crack  !  goes  the  joyous  Laugh,  in  Claps  of  Thunder  7 

Since  Arts,  like  thefe ,  have  charm'd  a  merry  Nation, 
Why  could  not  Colley  play  the  Wag  in  fa  (hi  on  ? 

Shall  he  pretend  Po  give  the  Stage  new  Modes  ? 

Would  he  have  Plays  as  Hade  as  annual  Odes  ? 
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Shall  he  fuppofe  there  can  be  any  Sin  in 
Th'  warmefl  Meaning —  wrapp'd  in  decent  Linen  ? 
Something  —  he  ought  to  have  for  ev'ry  Tajle  ;  - 

John  Trott’j  an  honeft ,  though  a  vulgar  Ghofl  :  y 

Bis  Jlrong  Dige/l’on  thinks  fat  Food  the  befl.  . 

And  when  his  full  Meal's  made ,  cries  —  “  After  all 
“  That  Epilogue  was  dev'HJh  comical ! 

“  Better ,  by  half  than  all  their  hum- drum  Sorrow  / 

“  I* cod  I'll  come  and  hear't  again  to-morrow  !" 

What  could ,  in  Nature ,  our  Fool's  Reafon  be9 
To  ftrike  away  this  Prop  from  Tragedy  ? 

Odfo  !  I've  found  it  now  —  'twas  —  Mo  defy  ! 

Tes  !  modefi  as  the  Jay  —  when  he  pre fumes , 

T o  deck  his  dowdy  Mufe  —  with  Peacock  Plumes ! 

Tet  hold !  —  that  Fleer  too  hard  a  Cenfure  flings  ; 

He's  but  the  Wren9  that  mounts  on  ShakefpearV  Wings  j 
Where ,  while  the  Eagle  foars  —  he  fafely  flings  9 
Let  then  the  modern  Scenes  on  Shakefpear  live , 

And  what  you  cannot  praifet  like  Friends ,  forgive. 
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